THE CHIMES OF MIDNIGHT 
By Robert Shearman 


I was a very nervous kid. 

Case in point — the Incident of the Screaming Skull. I'd bought a. book with my birthday 
money, a collection of unexplained mysteries by author Peter Haining. I can still remember the cover 
to that book. It was of a Roman soldier carrying a spear — except his head had been replaced by a 
grinning skull. Worse than that, the skull was outsized, so that it was three times bigger than the rest of 
his body, sitting on the soldier's small frame quite impossibly, and leering out at the reader. The 
Screaming Skull and Other True Mysteries (probably not in print, but available at a charity shop near 
you) was a really rather benign read; designed more to interest mildly than horrify absolutely. But that 
cover was something else. 

It gave me nightmares for weeks — terrible screaming nightmares, where I'd wake the house 
up. I was too frightened of that image, and the power I thought it had, to tell anyone exactly what it 
was that was scaring me so much. When my parents found out they wanted to throw the book out — the 
obvious thing to do — but I had a nameless dread of What Would Happen if the book left the house. So 
they hid it from me — first under a pile of papers on top of the freezer and then, when a sleepless night's 
searching uncovered it at three in the morning (accompanied by various screams of terror, of course), 
somewhere up in the attic. 

After I got married, my parents insisted I clear all my junk out of their house. Which was fair 
enough, I suppose — I now had my own attic to stash junk in. I climbed up the rickety stepladder my 
dad kept in the garage, crept into the darkness, and pored my way through the cardboard boxes with a 
flashlight. And, of course, I found the book. The cover was exactly as I remembered it. That horrid 
skull, grinning at me, mocking me. That ridiculous, almost comic image — balanced on a cartoon body. 
I dropped it into the rubbish sack, holding it gingerly between forefinger and thumb, and panted out of 
sheer relief. 

I'm not pretending that The Chimes of Midnight was directly inspired by that childhood (and, I 
suppose, rather childish) terror. But the memory of it was certainly there when I decided I wanted to 
produce a genuine Doctor Who chiller: I wanted to rely not on visceral horror with guts and gore, but 
instead on a more nameless, inexplicable fear. Things... just not being right. The sensation of being 
trapped forever in a place which doesn't make sense, which operates on laws of logic alien to your 
own. 

As I say, I was a particularly nervous kid. (I certainly didn't watch Doctor Who —-even the 
sound of the theme music was enough to make me run from the room.) But the question my parents 
asked me — and I could never answer satisfactorily — was why I'd bought a book which terrified me so 
much in the first place. After all, I didn't have to. I could have left it there on the shelf in WHSmith's, 
and no one (not even Peter Haining) would have been any the wiser. It's the same reason, I suppose, 
why I borrowed a video of The Omen II from a friend in school — and fast forwarded through all the 
gory deaths, looking away from the screen in case I actually glimpsed something nasty. (I've seen it 
since, of course — if only I'd actually seen the deaths I might have enjoyed it — my imaginings of them, 
always presaged by that scary music and the appearance of the black raven, were so much more 
gruesome.) 

And the reason I bought the Haining book is that I'm fatally attracted to horror. Even though, 
even now, I can't bear to watch it. 

Once I plucked up the courage to watch Doctor Who — and, believe me, I was very brave that 
day — I was disappointed it wasn't that frightening at all. It was like gearing yourself up for a 
rollercoaster ride, expecting your endurance to be tested to the utmost, only to find that you'd joined a 
queue for a merry-go-round. I was sent behind the sofa by Doctor Who exactly once — which was 
during Kinda Part Two, where Sanders is persuaded to open the box of Jahna inside the TSS. What I 
find interesting about that now is that, as ever, it wasn't a threat of death that got me, but a threat of the 
unknown. Such moments are pretty rare in Doctor Who. They're a dime a dozen in Sapphire and Steel, 
though, the ITV show which as a child I deemed the Most Scary Programme Ever. Photographs 
screaming when they're set alight, nursery rhymes which can make you vanish forever, whistling 
ghosts on railway platforms... Images, like an outsized skull on a Roman soldier's body, which border 


on the surreal. All the more unnerving because you can't quite make sense of them, because there's 
something in the picture which doesn't quite add up. 


When Gary Russell first asked me to write for Big Finish, it was to write a story featuring 
Frobisher from the comic strips. My first impulse had been to write the sort of classic horror story that 
would have scared the hell out of me as a kid — but I knew that the lumbering shape of a wisecracking 
penguin wasn't the sort of surreal image I had in mind to achieve it. I resigned myself to producing 
something that was a comedy (albeit a pretty black one, which became a sort of horror by the end!). I 
honestly didn't expect to be invited to do another one, and although I was reasonably pleased with my 
script, thought it rather a shame I'd not written the sort of story I'd always wanted Doctor Who to be. 
So when in July 2000 the email came from Big Finish, asking me if I'd like to have a bash at a 
McGann story, I leaped at it like a shot! 

Gary's first suggestion was that my commission should be a comedy, and that by the end it 
should show that time was crumbling and provide a teaser for the rest of the season. I had no qualms 
about reinterpreting comedy as horror, because they're actually very similar — they're the only two 
genres which try to shock the audience into an audible response. A gasp of fear is the flipside of a 
burst of laughter — in both cases, you have been made to 'jump' because of the unexpected. I 
determined I'd try to write a script where the borderline between comedy and horror was o blurred that 
you couldn't be sure whether you should be laughing or gasping. 

Whilst I'd been writing The Holy Terror, I'd seen a movie on TV called Nick of Time, starring 
Johnny Depp and Christopher Walken. It's not the greatest thriller ever made — but what makes it stand 
out is that, years before series like 24, it was a story told in real time. It had made me realise that a lot 
of my stage work is written just like that — the play may last an hour and a half, and represent an hour 
and a half in the lives of the characters too. But the unity of time, which as a theatre convention dates 
back to the early Greeks, is rarely seen in other media — and it occurred to me that a Doctor Who story 
told in this way would be extremely claustrophobic. When the proposal came through for a story 
which would kick off a season about time, it seemed a perfect device. 

Ironically, time was the big problem I was facing. I had already accepted a commission to 
write a new comedy for Alan Ayckbourn, and was still sorting through the concept of that when it 
became clear I needed to get moving on the Doctor Who story. An old friend called Rob Lines — 
namechecked in many a Gary Russell novel, coincidentally — sat with me in a pub as I talked through 
lots of ideas. He's done this for years with my work when I desperately need to come up with 
something; he doesn't say much, bless him, but I can tell by the expression on his face whether the idea 
makes sense or not! Eventually, his face settled into a composure firm enough for me to come up with 
a vague storyline, and I sent my proposal for a story called The Chimes of Midnight to Gary. I'd 
decided, for speed's sake, that I'd set it inside my own house, which is a rather large Victorian house — 
bells for the servants still visible on the walls! It's rather a different story, inasmuch as it becomes clear 
that when the Doctor goes upstairs in the house, he finds another servants’ quarters in another time 
zone (the Second World War), and then upstairs from that, another servants’ quarters (in 1965). I found 
the idea of time moving not temporally but geographically quite scary — and would increasingly make 
it clear to the Doctor that he's in a place where he is trapped forever... 

Gary liked the idea, but found the time changes too closely resembled the very real time 
travelling that Paul Cornell would be putting in Seasons of Fear. | was happy to get rid of them, but it 
worried me that without that movement within the story, I would be having to write four episodes set 
in three rooms — which might get a bit wearing on the listener! (And, more honestly, on the writer — I 
wasn't sure I could sustain it!) I began watching episodes of Upstairs Downstairs in an attempt to get a 
feel for the time setting that would now be so dominant. 

All fine. On 4 October I get a terrifying email. Paul McGann wants to record the season late 
December/early January... so it's all becoming frighteningly close. Gary suggests that all the writers 
meet up on 11 October at the FitzroyTavern, a London pub which hosts monthly Doctor Who get- 
togethers, so we can talk through our ideas before getting to work. He has also decided that two plays, 
those being written by Mark Gatiss and Nick Briggs, can stand apart from the arc a little — but it's 
therefore vital that the four other writers (myself, Paul Cornell, Justin Richards and Alan Barnes) are 
present. As it turns out, Nick can't make it — he's off recording an Elisabeth Sladen Myth Makers video 


— but Mark can. We sit in the Tavern — my head still full of the comedy I'm writing for Ayckbourn — 
and introduce our ideas in release order. Chimes was originally intended to open the season, which 
means I go first. I'm embarrassingly vague, and waffle on about some time loop in an Edwardian 
house. For about thirty seconds. There's an expectant pause, but that's all I have — and I sip at my lager 
meaningfully to suggest we all move on. Mark, thank God, doesn't have much to bring to the table 
either — though I note to myself irritably that his vague idea is still rather cleverer than my vague idea! 
Paul and Justin have proper stories worked out which sound great (‘Gits,'I mutter to myself amicably as 
I move on to my second lager), and Alan has absolute reams on his (by which point, I'm getting mildly 
hysterical with fear). Gary tells us that the deadline is now the end of November, and I gibber. 

In my calmer moments, I come up with some helpful notions. Since I've chosen a setting 
which is quite ritualistic, I decide that the time setting of the play should be ritualistic as well. You 
don't get many more rituals than at Christmas — which is one of the reasons why I love that time of the 
year so much, but also why it’s such a stressful holiday, as people struggle to keep their heads above 
water to make sure that the quality of the tree/meal/presents/entertainments is up to scratch! With my 
time-travelling story stopped, I fell back on the old chestnut of a murder mystery. But here, with time 
overlapping which way and every way, none of the victims would stay dead! I'd learned doing The 
Holy Terror just how vital it is you make the most of your limited cast size — to bump someone off and 
have them out of the story for good seemed to me to be squandering them too much. I thought it would 
be rather fun at first to make the most of the Christmas setting, and ensure that every midnight murder 
would be a festive one. So someone would be throttled by some tinsel, someone's throat would be 
slashed by a broken glass ball from the tree... But then I thought that would be silly. Because I was in 
a rush, I was in danger of taking the first thing that popped into my head, and I must remember to be 
more disciplined. 

And here comes the honest truth. Forget my terror of screaming skulls and whatnot — I was 
about to experience real fear, the kind that keeps you awake at night in a cold sweat. The fear of a 
deadline, when you're not really sure what you're doing. With the benefit of hindsight, I'm very proud 
of The Chimes of Midnight — but at the time it was a different matter altogether. Of the six scripts I've 
written for Big Finish, it's not only the one I least enjoyed writing, it's also the only one that I 
genuinely despaired of. Quite simply, the month I spent on Chimes was probably one of the unhappiest 
I've ever spent professionally I would, as always, go into London with my notebook, and work my way 
through the dialogue — but I've never felt less confidence in a script, and never had such an urge every 
night returning home to tear up all the work. When I finally finished it, typed it all up, and sent it off to 
Gary, I believed that he would reject it. And none too sympathetically either. 


I finished the stage play at the beginning of November. I knew I had to begin Chimes right 
away. I felt like I was taking a journey into the unknown, and the only thing I could do was divide the 
story into quarters, and take each episode one at a time. Part One was always intended to be a rather 
haunting and mysterious prelude, but because I wasn't entirely sure what it was a prelude fo, I felt in 
the dark as much as the Doctor and Charley. I began laying down clues thick and fast in Part Two, 
hoping that they'd be clues not so much for our stalwart heroes but for me! At the same time as I was 
doing this, The Holy Terror was released. The reaction was immediately enthusiastic — which made me 
look at Chimes with an even more jaundiced eye! The odd penguin comedy was a success — who 
would have expected that? — so how was I going to live up to it? I gritted my teeth, and kept writing, 
every day, day after day, hoping beyond hope that what I was saying was making sense. And every 
evening I'd go home, look through my hateful script, and put a line through the (many) bits that didn't. 
By the end of November I was able to write to Gary and tell him that a first handwritten draft existed. I 
didn't quite dare inform him that I thought it was a load of old tosh. I now only need to type it up... 

That's where the hard work begins. It's a matter of editing out all the nonsense I put in which I 
thought would be relevant, but ended up being anything bul. It was only in writing the beginning of 
Part Three that I realised who Edward Grove actually was — so it's important I seed that revelation into 
the first half of the story somewhere. And there are lots of bits which sounded spooky in my head, but 
which just don't work on paper — a sequence where the Doctor goes upstairs, only to find through the 
door steps leading back down to where he came from, which is suitably weird, but can't be expressed 
dramatically. I try to cut out bits of pointless exposition, and only get defeated badly once — which is 


when Charley is on her own and finds new writing in the dust. I deliver my script four days late — on 4 
December. 

And immediately wish it were better. 

Looking back now at that time, I find my fears rather peculiar. Everyone at Big Finish was so 
enthusiastic about Chimes that I couldn't believe it — I thought they were trying to humour me. I went 
to the recording in Bristol, and met the cast. They were enthusiastic about it too. And then, when I 
heard it being performed, and saw Barnaby Edwards direct it with such sensitivity, I was gobsmacked. 
I know I spent the first hour or so upstairs in the control room with my head in my hands, squirming at 
every line, sure that any second now someone would fling down the script and realise it was rubbish. I 
was certain I was about to be found out. And then, after a while, I began to relax. I began to laugh with 
the actors as they found the comedy, I began to share their excitement as they discovered the play's 
very particular tone. 

It's common for a writer to say that he's grateful to a cast and crew — but, in this case, I do 
believe they saved my bacon. I'd never met Paul McGann or India Fisher before, but the chemistry 
between them, and the real warmth they brought to my lines, made me desperate to write for them 
again some day. The energy of the guest cast too was really infectious, and I can hear it in every scene 
of the finished CD. The music and post-production is everything I could want it to be, treading that 
very fine line between being self-mocking and genuinely disturbing. (I knew Russell Stone and the 
guys at ERS were terrific after their work on The Holy Terror — but here they create a complete 
soundscape which makes nonsense of my initial fears that the claustrophobic setting would be boring!) 

And as for my director, Barnaby Edwards... As a writer you count yourself lucky if you get a 
director who has a sympathy for your lines and understands their rhythm. But Barney was wholly on 
the play's wavelength, to every little shift between comedy and horror and back again. The Chimes of 
Midnight is an extremely sensitive production, and I think that it has an emotional core that is honest 
and sincerely expressed. I'd love to pretend that that core is mine — but I think, instead, that it’s 
Barney's, that he found it hidden in my lines, and showed what it was to a receptive cast. 

So, here is Chimes, at last — plain and bald, and without all their hard work! I hope it stands 
up all right. For my part, I think it'll be good to have it in book form. Sometimes, even if you're a 
nervous kid like me, you need to confront your fears. And I know that this way, if it's sitting on my 
bedroom shelf, I'll never one day have to go up to the attic, find the script in a cardboard box... and 
scream the house down. 


"Twas the night before Christmas, and all through the shed 
By Robert Shearman 


Robert Shearman: 'This is a poem I wrote for my school magazine. I found it when clearing out a 
cupboard when I was really stuck coming up with a Doctor Who story. (I often do my best cleaning 
when I'm trying to avoid doing some writing.) I read this, and thought doing some sort of black 
comedy take on Christmas might be fun. And so The Chimes of Midnight was born. Sort of.' 


'Twas the night before Christmas, and all through the shed 
Not a turkey was stirring 'cos they were all dead. 
The capons were hung in shop windows with zest 

Concealing the expensive price labels lest 
Customers chose to save all their cash, 
Preferring to eat cheaper bangers and mash. 

Now the selling was done, and the butcher was pleased 
The weight of his customers’ pockets were eased 
When suddenly he heard, up above from the roof, 

The delicate crunch of a famed reindeer hoof 
His heart skips a beat, his face turns pale — 
Hitman Santa is out on his trail. 

‘I'm coming to get you,' down cries Saint Nick, 

‘So get on your knees, scum, say your prayers quick! 
"You've killed all the turkeys! Oh, have you no shame? 
‘Not that it matters, you're dead all the same! 

I don't give a damn what excuses you say, 

'[ just want to kill you. Go ahead. Make my day.’ 
The butcher feels faint — Santa's out for the kill! 
The red clad fat man and electrical drill. 

The butcher went straight for the phone — but 'twas dead. 
"My reindeer have chewed through the wire!’ Santa said. 
But the butcher thinks of a bold scheme in a flash, 
And quick to the chimney determines to dash. 
When he hears Santa Claus prepare for the drop 
Up the chimney sends flames shooting straight to the top. 
At the moment he calls, 'I'm coming down, mush,' 
Santa's white scraggy beard goes up in a whoosh. 

So shocked are the reindeer by the horrific sight 
Of Santa in flames that they flee in their fright 
Back to the land of the snow and the ice 
Where turkeys aren't killed. (But penguins are nice.) 
The butcher struggles for breath to recover from shock 
But a laugh of relief his firm features soon rock. 
Now he is safe! And as a bonus treat, 

Can serve fresh roast Santa with the rest of the meat. 


MIDNIGHT EXPRESS 
By Barnaby Edwards 


A theatre producer of my acquaintance once glibly informed me that 'All that matters in the 
end is the script and the actors’. This little pearl of wisdom irritated me greatly at the time, for I knew it 
to be that particular producer's pet excuse for penny-pinching on costumes, props and sets. However, 
the remark has stayed with me down the years and, in a bizarre way, has become a kind of personal 
mantra. 

As television Doctor Who occasionally discovered to its cost, it doesn't matter how much 
money you throw at a project in terms of special effects or action sequences — if the script itself is 
substandard, then the show will follow suit. Good scripts are few and far between, which is why 
directors attach so much importance to them. A strong script means that your story has a sturdy 
foundation upon which to build. And they don't come much stronger than a Robert Shearman script. 

When Gary Russell phoned in November 2000 to offer me The Chimes of Midnight, I barely 
drew breath before accepting. I've known Rob since university and followed his career as closely as 
one can follow the creative outpourings of such a prolific and mercurial writer. I've always admired his 
singular sense of hum, our and, having thoroughly enjoyed The Holy Terror, I was looking forward to 
seeing what his second Big Finish script would be like. 

When it arrived, I was bowled over by its ingenuity and freshness. One of Rob's manifold 
talents is the ability to reinvent and rejuvenate literary genres, and that's particularly true of his work 
for Big Finish: The Holy Terror breathes new life into the gothic horror of Horace Walpole and 
Mervyn Peake; The Maltese Penguin re-imagines the wise-cracking Raymond Chandler private eye 
story. For The Chimes of Midnight, Rob reinvigorated the classic Agatha Christie whodunit with 
considerable flair and originality. 

But it would be grossly unfair (as well as hugely inaccurate) to suggest that Rob merely 
spruces up the overused furniture of literature with a flashy veneer. On the contrary, Rob takes the 
thing to pieces and rebuilds it to his own design, borrowing freely from other styles and media to 
create a solid, carefully constructed and wholly original piece of work. He is, in short, a craftsman. 

And one of the advantages of having a script by such a writer is that it makes the director's job 
considerably easier. The challenge of Chimes, therefore, lay not with the script but with the other half 
of my producer chum's maxim: the actors. Rob had written a wonderfully subtle chamber play which 
demanded meticulously precise performances from its cast. Not only would the actors have to navigate 
the labyrinthine complexities of the story's setting and timeline, they would also have to be able to 
repeat the exact delivery of certain lines and replay certain scenes almost word-for-word with subtle 
but important changes. It was going to be a tall order. 

I'd already acted with Paul McGann and India Fisher on the previous Eighth Doctor season, so 
Thad no qualms on their account. Paul and India are extremely easy to work with and have a great 
chemistry, and I knew that they'd be more than capable of meeting the demand of the script. My main 
concern was that the necessities of 'through-casting' — that's to say, where an actor appears in two or 
more plays — dictated that three of the remaining five characters would not be cast by me: 
Shaughnessy, Mrs Baddeley and Frederick. However, Gary Russell came up trumps with Lennox 
Greaves and Sue Wallace (both of whom I already knew and admired), and with Bob Curbishley. With 
these actors already in place, I set about casting the remaining two roles of Edith and Mary. Both went 
to actresses I'd worked with before, and who I knew would bring exactly the right humour and 
emotional depth to such pivotal characters: Louise Rolfe and Juliet Warner. 

With the casting complete, the focus of attention shifted to the recording schedule, which I 
pored over for hours, allotting down-to-the-minute recording times and expandable buffer-zones to 
cope with unforeseen delays. We only had a day and a half in the studio, and I was determined to make 
the most of that time. And thank heavens for such sphincter-shattering prissiness, for my timetable was 
certainly put to the test once we reached Bristol. 

When Rob Shearman and I arrived at Christchurch Studios around lunchtime on Wednesday 
17 January 2001, it rapidly became clear that not only were we going to start recording later than 
anticipated, but we would be lucky if we managed to get into the studio at all that day. The previous 
story, Invaders From Mars, had been experiencing technical difficulties and was over-running madly — 


I remember having a fleeting encounter in the green room with a haggard-looking and deeply 
apologetic Mark Gatiss. 

As it turned out, /nvaders ate into a good two-thirds of our recording time that first day, and 
thus we lost around a fifth of our total studio time for Chimes. Fortunately, the schedule helped us 
recoup a significant part of this loss, but it was still touch and go right up until the moment we 
wrapped, bang on schedule, at 6pm the following evening. 

But rather than buckle under the pressure, I think the cast took strength from the situation and 
redoubled their efforts to do justice to Rob's story. Everyone loved the script and was passionate about 
getting it right. And even though we were up against the clock, I actively encouraged the actors to 
experiment, for if they played it safe then Rob's delicate soufflé of wit and mystery would rapidly 
deflate into a leaden and lifeless lump. So despite the time factor, I remember the atmosphere in the 
studio being one of surprising calm, with everyone in relaxed and jocular mood. 

The post-production was a similar frenzy of concentrated creativity. Although there was over 
a year between the recording of Chimes and its release, we didn't get around to starting on post- 
production until, appropriately, Christmas (less than six weeks before it was due at the CD pressing 
plant). As I recall, both Andy Hardwick and Russell Stone at ERS had read and liked the script before 
recording and had asked Gary specially if they could work on Chimes. Together they made Herculean 
efforts to bring out every nuance of Rob's script, from perfecting exactly the right noise for 
regurgitated Christmas pudding, to re-orchestrating Hark, the Herald Angels Sing to fit the actors' 
unaccompanied vocals. 

And listening to Chimes now, for the first time since its release, I see that I may have to 
modify my erstwhile producer's homily to include ‘sound designer’ and ‘composer’, for Andy and 
Russell's contribution to the overall atmosphere of Chimes is immense. As for the director's input, well 
I think his contribution is best summed up by Stephen Fry's memorable thumbnail sketch of the breed: 
‘Director — Wears a woolly scarf. No other discernible function.’ 


THE CHIMES OF MIDNIGHT 


CAST 
THE DOCTOR Paul McGann 
CHARLEY India Fisher 
EDITH Louise Rolfe 
SHAUGHNESSY Lennox Greaves 
MRS BADDELEY Sue Wallace 
FREDERICK Robert Curbishley 


MARY 


Juliet Warner 


PART ONE 


Scene 1: INT. 

Somewhere within an Edwardian house. At first, all seems perfectly ordinary. We hear the slow, 
deliberate noise as the pendulum of a grandfather clock swings back and forth. Tick-tock. Tick-tock. 
Tick-tock. And little by little, the 'tock' grows heavier and more pronounced. It sounds slightly 
threatening. Mocking, even. And as this grows more insistent, faintly underneath this we begin to hear 
the sound of a heartbeat. The sound of the pendulum reaches a crescendo — then stops dead. A short 
silence. And then the heartbeats continue, accompanied by a single drawn-out gasp of breath. 


Scene 2: INT. The larder. 
Silence for a few seconds. And then we hear the sound of the TARDIS materialising. It is the long 
version of the effect. A slight thump as it finishes, a beat, and then the doors open. 


DOCTOR (Inside, muffled) Well, Charley? Where are we? 

CHARLEY I don't know, Doctor. It's too dark. 

DOCTOR (Inside) What? 

CHARLEY I said it's too dark. I can't see a thing. 

And we hear the DOCTOR emerge. 

DOCTOR (Cheerfully) You're right, it is very dark. Oh, how exciting. I do love the dark, 
don't you? 

CHARLEY Well, within reason. But I think you can have too much of a good thing. 
DOCTOR Oh, it all just enhances the mystery. The sheer anticipation of not yet having a 
clue where we are. 

CHARLEY You really haven't got a clue? 

DOCTOR The console isn't telling me anything at all. Just a blank read-out. 

CHARLEY That sounds ominous. 

DOCTOR Oh, not at all. I've been too methodical recently, I think, setting coordinates and 


things, actually deciding where we want to go. I've been getting far too safe and predictable these last 
few incarnations. Do you know I once travelled for centuries without ever knowing where I would 
materialise next? 


CHARLEY (Amused) Yes, I can believe that. However, you were supposed to be getting me 
to Singapore, you know. 1930. Remember? 
DOCTOR (To himself) Yes, well, the TARDIS seems to be avoiding that exact place — or 


time — just now. (To CHARLEY) We'll do that later, Charley. I thought it was time we put a bit more 
mystery in our lives. Let the TARDIS take us where she wants, and let us revel in the giddy thrill of 
our ignorance. 


CHARLEY And she's brought us somewhere dark. 

DOCTOR Mmm... Mind you, it really is very dark, isn't it? 

CHARLEY Yes. 

DOCTOR Yes. We can't see a thing, can we? 

CHARLEY No. 

DOCTOR No. Quite how the TARDIS expects us to enjoy a good mystery when we can't see 


a thing is beyond me. Hang on, I'll go and find us some torches. (He enters. Calling from within) I'm 
pretty sure I have them in a box somewhere... (We hear him rummaging around. Clatter as objects are 
thrown out on to the floor) Try to investigate a little further, Charley. Find out where we've landed this 
time. 


CHARLEY How do I do that? I can't even see my hand in front of my face... 
DOCTOR (Inside) Sight is just one of your five senses. What do the others tell you? 
CHARLEY Well... I can't hear anything. 

DOCTOR (Inside) No? 

CHARLEY Nothing at all. 

DOCTOR (Inside) Well, even that might be a clue. We've landed somewhere silent. 


CHARLEY Not a very interesting clue though. 


DOCTOR 


(Inside) No, fair enough. How about smell? 


We hear CHARLEY sniff. 

CHARLEY It's a bit musty... but I think I can smell fruit. 

DOCTOR (Inside) Really? 

CHARLEY Yes, it is fruit. Oranges, lemons, I can distinctly smell lemons... 

DOCTOR (Inside) Silent and fruity. It sounds enchanting. Ah, that's one torch! Now, where's 
the other? 

And another clatter from within. 

CHARLEY And touch... 

DOCTOR Be careful, Charley... 


An experimental thud against the wall. Then harder. 


CHARLEY 


There's a wall on my left. And on my right... (She shuffles along cautiously) No, I 


can feel something, another wall? ...Oh! 
And we hear a crash as glass breaks. 


DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 


(Alarmed, rushing out of the TARDIS) Charley! Charley, are you all right? 
Yes, I think so... 
Wait, let me turn the torch on... I'm so sorry, Charley, that was stupid of me... 


(And a click as the torch is turned on. Softly) Oh, Charley... 


CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
fact. 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 


What is it? ...Is that blood? 

I think so. 

But there's so much of it. How can there be so much of it? 

Don't move, Charley. You may have severed an artery. Let me look... 

I don't feel anything, Doctor, no pain at all... 

Shock, I expect. If only it wasn't so dark! ...Oh. 

What is it? 

I think you can relax, Charley. 

But the blood... 

It's jam. (He sucks his fingers) Raspberry jam, if I'm not mistaken. Rather nice, in 


I must have knocked a jar of it onto the floor... 
Mmm. We're in a larder. And a fairly well-stocked larder too. Why are they so 


well stocked? A famine, maybe? Or just a public holiday? (He taps the shelves) Nice, strong shelves. 
A larder this size, and of this quality, would suggest a reasonably large house. The food isn't that 
expensive, so probably upper middle class or lower upper class. There's not much canned food. Just 
the odd tin of cocoa and condensed milk... 


CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 


Mmm, I love condensed milk... 

And what's this? Custard. 

Ugh. 

Goodall's custard, no less, manufactured in Leeds, which if I remember rightly, 


and I always do, was sold at its peak in the opening days of the twentieth century. The quality of the 
cans and the amount of fresh food here would probably put us somewhere between the death of Queen 
Victoria and the beginning of the First World War. 


CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 


Show-off. 

Or not. I mean, I'm only guessing. 

We could just leave the larder and take a look around. 

... Yes, well, that might be simpler. (A click as the door opens. It creaks as it 


swings wider. Absently) Come on. And mind the jam. 


Scene 3: INT. The scullery. 

We hear the ticking of the clock again. EDITH, a scullery maid in her late teens, is singing as she 
washes up. She doesn't, in point of fact, sing very well — but she attempts to make up for her lack of 
talent with great cheerful gusto. As she sings, we hear the sound of pots and pans being scrubbed 


underneath. 


EDITH Hark the herald angels sing, Glory to the new born king, Peace on earth and 
mercy mild, God and singers reconciled... 

Underneath this, enter SHAUGHNESSY, the butler. Scottish and severe. 

SHAUGHNESSY It's sinners, Edith. Not singers. 

EDITH drops the plate into the water. 

EDITH Oh, Mr Shaughnessy! 

SHAUGHNESSY Mind you, with singing as bad as that, I'm sure God would find reconciling 
himself with sinners by far the lesser sacrifice. 


EDITH I'm sorry, sir, I didn't hear you come in... 
SHAUGHNESSY I should think you didn't, Edith. Not with all that racket. What's it in aid of? 
EDITH I'm sorry, Mr Shaughnessy. It's just it's Christmas, isn't it? I always love a bit of 


Christmas, me. 

SHAUGHNESSY Whatever the reason, it hardly explains or excuses your caterwauling. 

EDITH I'm sorry, sir. 

SHAUGHNESSY I wouldn't be surprised if his lordship himself could hear it upstairs. We can be 
thankful at least that you weren't essaying 'Silent Night’. The irony would have been too much to bear. 
EDITH I only know 'Hark the Herald Angels Sing'. And I hum the bits where I don't know 
the words. 

SHAUGHNESSY Ido understand your excitement at the approach of Yuletide, Edith, but look how 
your work is suffering. Quite how you expect to clean pots and pans in a scullery as dirty as this I 
cannot fathom. Look at this table surface. Look at all that dust. 

She puts down her plate, and walks to join him. 


EDITH Yes, sir. It is building up, sir... 
SHAUGHNESSY You could write your name in it. It's disgusting. 
EDITH No, I couldn't. 


SHAUGHNESSY Don't contradict me, girl. I'm in no mood to tolerate contradicting and 
caterwauling all at the same time. 

EDITH All I mean by it, sir, is that I couldn't write my name in the dust, seeing as how I 
can't write my name. But if I could write my name, sir, I agree with you, there's certainly enough dust 
to do it. 


Short pause. 

SHAUGHNESSY (Gently) Yes, of course, Edith. Look. Look, there is your name. I've written it for 
you. 

EDITH That's me, is it, sir? That's me in the dust? 

SHAUGHNESSY Yes. 

EDITH And what's your name like, sir? Do show me. What a wonder it is to be educated! 


SHAUGHNESSY (Briskly, embarrassed) Never you mind about my name, Edith, you look to your 
work. I want those pots scrubbed, and that dust cleaned. And I want it done quietly. 

EDITH Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. 

SHAUGHNESSY What is it I always tell you, Edith? 

EDITH Erm... 

SHAUGHNESSY What are the exact words? 

EDITH I'm nothing, sir. I'm nobody. 

SHAUGHNESSY That's it. Good girl. Carry on. 


Scene 4: INT. The scullery. 
The ticking stops — silent background as before. The DOCTOR and CHARLEY pace around the room, 
looking at it. Their footsteps — and their voices too — have a slight echo on them. 


DOCTOR It's a scullery! 

CHARLEY It seems you're right. We're in an Edwardian house. 

DOCTOR Or some time afterwards. 

CHARLEY No, I don't think so. If I point the torch over there, do you see? It's an old 


washboard. The scullery maid in the house I grew up in was used to equipment a little more advanced 


than that. 


DOCTOR Or maybe the people who live in this house are simply poorer than your family. 
CHARLEY Not judging by the size of this room. This is a far larger scullery than the one I'm 
used to. 

DOCTOR Mmm. Do you see anything else which distinguishes this scullery from the one in 
your house in 1930? 

CHARLEY Well, no. But then I didn't spend much time there. It was just the scullery, after 
all... 

DOCTOR It's not exactly proof, but I think saying we're in the Edwardian era is a good 


working theory. 1901 to 1910. The latter years, if the contents of the larder are any indication. Look, 

there are candles over there. We'd better use those instead. Here. (Clatter as he takes down a box. He 
strikes a match) That's better. You light the other one, whilst I put these torches back in the TARDIS. 
There's no need to be more anachronistic than is strictly necessary. 


CHARLEY Whereas, of course, the presence of a police telephone box in the larder won't give 
any cause for comment at all. 

DOCTOR No, well. We'll just have to hope nobody wants any raspberry jam. I'll be back in a 
moment. 

CHARLEY All right. 


He walks away, and the sound of his footsteps recedes. Distantly we hear the larder door open. A 
match is struck. A few slow footsteps. 


CHARLEY Whoever this scullery maid is, she's not very good at her job. These plates have 
been left dirty. 

A slight clatter of crockery. 

CHARLEY But these ones are clean. She's left the job half done. 

Footsteps get louder as the DOCTOR returns. 

DOCTOR Found anything interesting? 

CHARLEY If my father had employed a maid like this, he'd have sacked her on the spot. 
Leaving the plates soaking in cold water. 

DOCTOR And is the water cold? 

CHARLEY Well, I'd assume so, it's dark, there's no one here... (She puts her fingers in the 


water, and reacts with surprise) Oh. That's odd. It's still hot... Perhaps she means to return in a few 
minutes? 


DOCTOR Then why is it so dark here? 

CHARLEY And where is she? 

A few footsteps — then the DOCTOR stops. 

DOCTOR Edith Thompson. 

CHARLEY What? 

DOCTOR Here, look. (CHARLEY walks to join him) A name written in the dust. Our 
missing maid, perhaps. 

CHARLEY (Absently) We used to have an Edith working for us too. Charley... Pollard. 


There, I've written my name beside it. (And there is a little whoosh of wind) Doctotr...! 
DOCTOR What is it? 


CHARLEY The dust... it's spread back over my name. Look, it's gone... 

DOCTOR Yes, that is odd... 

CHARLEY But Edith's name is left intact. Doctor... I can't wipe it away. It's as if it's frozen 
there. It must be some sort of trick... 

DOCTOR Curiouser and curiouser. Because you remember that jar of raspberry jam you 
spilt in the larder? 

CHARLEY What about it? 

DOCTOR When I returned to the TARDIS, I saw it sitting back on the shelf. 

CHARLEY Doctor. That doesn't make sense. 

DOCTOR (Thoughtfully) No, it doesn't, does it? Come on. Let's see if we can find anyone to 


explain what's going on. 


Scene 5: INT. The kitchen. 
MRS BADDELEY, the middle-aged cook, is busy chopping vegetables in the kitchen. In the 
background, as before, we hear the faint ticking of the clock. 


SHAUGHNESSY [I trust all will be ready for tomorrow, Mrs Baddeley? 

BADDELLEY Oh yes, Mr Shaughnessy. I assure you there will be a veritable Christmas feast. 
Such a big turkey this year, you wouldn't believe the size of it, Mr Shaughnessy. It took all my strength 
and dexterity just to cram all its feet on to the plate at the same time. 

SHAUGHNESSY Indeed? 

BADDELEY Just as I squeezed one of its legs into place, blow me if another leg didn't pop out 
the other side. It's a veritable monster, Mr Shaughnessy. And I've made them one of my famous plum 
puddings too, Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without one of my plum puddings. 

SHAUGHNESSY It sounds like a meal Mrs Beeton herself would be proud of. 

BADDELEY Oh, begging your pardon, Mr Shaughnessy, but Mrs Beeton can go hang. Begging 
your pardon, Mr Shaughnessy. Her plum puddings are nothing to mine, they've been passed down the 
Baddeleys for generations. It's a secret recipe. 

SHAUGHNESSY [have no doubt, Mrs Baddeley, that you will do your best to surpass yourself. 
And we hear next door that EDITH has begun to sing again. 


BADDELEY I keep trying to surpass myself, Mr Shaughnessy, I really do, if only I were given 
a little help. Edith! Edith, get in here! 

EDITH (Distant) But I'm working in the scullery, Mrs Baddeley. 

BADDELEY Well, you're no good to me in the scullery. I want you in the kitchen. Hurry up! 
EDITH (Entering) But I'm washing the pots, Mrs Baddeley, and then I'm dusting the 
room. Just as Mr Shaughnessy said, didn't you, Mr Shaughnessy? 

BADDELEY Don't answer me back, girl. 

SHAUGHNESSY Don't answer back Mrs Baddeley, Edith. 

EDITH No, sir. Sorry, sir. 

BADDELEY You do as I tell you. Or what's the good of you, I should like to know. 

EDITH Yes, Mrs Baddeley. Sorry. 

SHAUGHNESSY Do as Mrs Baddeley instructs you, Edith. And then you may return to the pots and 
dusting. 

EDITH Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. 

BADDELEY The plum pudding will be ready now, take it out of the oven for me. I'm too busy 
chopping vegetables. 


A couple of footsteps, then we hear the oven door open, and the roar of flame before it's shut again. 
BADDELEY Careful...! 


EDITH It's hot... 

BADDELEY Well, of course it's hot, you stupid girl, it's just come out of the oven! Put it down 
here. 

We hear the thump as it is put on the table. 

BADDELEY She's an idiot, Mr Shaughnessy, a veritable idiot. 

SHAUGHNESSY Indeed. Your plum pudding, Mrs Baddeley, has a wonderful scent. 
BADDELEY Thank you, Mr Shaughnessy. 

EDITH I love the smell of warm plum pudding! Will we eat this on Christmas Day? 
BADDELEY Don't you go tasting it, Edith. 

EDITH I wasn't going to taste it... 

BADDELEY This is going upstairs, Edith. Our plum pudding is sitting over there. 

EDITH It's a lot smaller. 

SHAUGHNESSY Naturally. 

EDITH But there are more servants down here than there are them upstairs. So shouldn't 


we get the bigger pudding? 

SHAUGHNESSY That is a wicked thought, Edith. 

EDITH Is it? I'm sorry, I don't want to be wicked. Not at Christmas. 
BADDELEY I should think not. We're nothing. We're nobody. Remember that. 


EDITH Oh, I will! I love your plum pudding, Mrs Baddeley. Christmas wouldn't be 
Christmas without your plum pudding. 

BADDELEY That's not a very original observation, Edith. Everyone says that about my plum 
pudding. Now get peeling them spuds. 

She begins to peel. A bell rings. 

SHAUGHNESSY Ah, that'll be the drawing room. His lordship will be wanting his sherry. Get 
peeling those potatoes, Edith. 

EDITH Yes, Mr Shaughnessy. I am already, Mr Shaughnessy. 

SHAUGHNESSY Don't answer back. And when you've done that, finish your scrubbing and dusting. 
The door closes. 


BADDELEY Quite how you think you're ever going to get on by antagonising Mr Shaughnessy 
is quite beyond me. And you'd like to get on, wouldn't you, Edith? You want to be a cook like me? 
EDITH Yes, Mrs Baddeley. 

BADDELEY You have designs on my plum pudding. Well, you'll never amount to a cook, 
Edith. You'll never amount to anything. Over my dead body. 

EDITH Yes, Mrs Baddeley. 


The door opens. FREDERICK enters. He is a chauffeur in his thirties. 

FREDERICK Good evening, ladies. 

BADDELEY (Coldly) Good evening. 

EDITH (Shyly) Good evening, Frederick. 

FREDERICK (Kindly) And what have you got there, Edith? One of Mrs Baddeley's famous 
plum puddings, I'll be bound. 


EDITH Oh yes. But it's for upstairs, you're not to touch it. 
FREDERICK Then I won't. 
BADDELEY They're famous, my puddings. Edith might think she could be a cook, but she 


wouldn't make a pudding like this, not in a million years. 

FREDERICK Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without one of your plum puddings, would it, 
Mrs Baddeley? It just wouldn't be Christmas... I wonder, Mrs Baddeley. If I could have a private 
word. 


BADDELEY Edith. Go back to your duties in the scullery. 

EDITH But you just called me in here. 

BADDELEY And now I'm sending you out again. What's the matter with you, girl? Go on, get 
away with you. 

EDITH I'm sorry, Mrs Baddeley. I'm sorry, Frederick. 

We hear the door shut. BADDELEY resumes chopping with renewed vigour. 

BADDELEY I know what you want to say to me. And I'm telling you now. It'll do you no good. 
FREDERICK But I'm sure we can come to some arrangement. What do you say? 


Scene 6: INT. The kitchen. 
And the ticking stops, replaced by the echo atmosphere. A door opens. 


DOCTOR The kitchen. 

CHARLEY And there's still no one to be seen. 

Footsteps as they walk further into the room. 

DOCTOR No, not a soul. Aha. I've found a plum pudding though. 

CHARLEY I've found another. Look, I'll shine the candle. 

DOCTOR An Edwardian Christmas. How lovely. 

CHARLEY I never much liked plum pudding. Cook always used to make far too much of it, 
and we were still picking our way through it by New Year. 

DOCTOR Oh, I love a bit of plum pudding. Mmm. With cream too. I wonder if I can find 
any... 

CHARLEY And she always used to put threepenny bits inside. I was always frightened I'd bite 


straight into one and break a tooth. 
DOCTOR Spoilsport. But we're agreed it's Christmas then? 


CHARLEY Oh yes. 


DOCTOR The question is, have we missed the day itself? See if you can find a turkey 
anywhere... 

CHARLEY Turkey-hunting, turkey-hunting... (Sounds of them rummaging around) Aha! I've 
hunted the turkey! Already cooked and waiting to be eaten. 

DOCTOR Christmas Eve, then. The kitchen should be buzzing with action. 

CHARLEY So, where is everybody? 

DOCTOR What worries me, Charley, is that they might still be here all around us... 

Very gently, in the background, we hear EDITH singing. 

DOCTOR That we're the ones who have gone missing somewhere... 

CHARLEY Sssh! Doctor... What's that? 

DOCTOR .... can't hear anything. 

CHARLEY It's very quiet. Listen... Hark the Herald Angels Sing. Yes... (She hums along) 
There. Do you hear it? 

DOCTOR No. 

CHARLEY It's gone now. I suppose it could be a carol singer outside somewhere... 
DOCTOR I hope so. I honestly hope so. Come on, let's see what else we can find. 


Scene 7: INT. The kitchen. 
As before. The ticking resumes. 


FREDERICK Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without one of your plum puddings, would it, 
Mrs Baddeley? It just wouldn't be Christmas... 
And over this, distantly, just like the carol singing in the previous scene: 


CHARLEY Turkey-hunting! ...Aha! I've hunted the turkey! 

EDITH Did you hear that? 

FREDERICK (Irritated) Hear what? 

EDITH They're hunting the turkeys. Someone's hunting the turkeys. 

BADDELEY His lordship doesn't hunt turkeys, Edith. He hunts foxes. 

EDITH No, she definitely said turkeys... 

FREDERICK I wonder, Mrs Baddeley, if I could have a private word... 

BADDELEY Edith. Go back to your duties in the scullery. 

EDITH Such an odd voice too. Sounded so very far away... 

BADDELEY Edith. 

EDITH Yes, Mrs Baddeley. 

A few footsteps, and the door closes. 

BADDELEY I know what you want to say to me. And I'm telling you now. It'll do you no good. 
FREDERICK But I'm sure we can come to some arrangement. What do you say? 
BADDELEY You're wasting your breath. I know what you are, Frederick, I knew the moment 


you came to work here. You're a veritable monster. Mr Baddeley was just the same, God rest his soul. 
I knew when I saw you you'd be after just one thing. And it wasn't plum pudding. 
FREDERCK But you're not going to say anything, are you? I'll lose my job. 


BADDELEY That's for her ladyship to decide. 
FREDERICK And Mary will lose her job too. 
BADDELEY Mary should know better. With all her airs and graces, you'd think that she was 


the lady here. We women have to take care of ourselves, surrounded by men like you, if we fall, we 
fall forever. 
FREDERICK For God's sake, it was only a bit of bleeding fun! 


BADDELEY Don't you say God's name to me, Frederick! Not with his birthday coming up and 
all. You should be ashamed of yourself. 
FREDERICK ...And I am ashamed of myself. Please, Mrs Baddeley, let's think about this. It 


was only a bit of fun, I'll make sure it never happens again. I'll tell Mary it'll never happen again. Look, 
I'll give you money. I've got money, how much money would you like...? 
BADDELEY I don't want your money. In the years I've been working here I've put together 


quite a few savings. When I leave here, and with the likes of you in the house I feel that day is ever 
creeping nearer, I'll be all right, thank you very much. I'm a good bit richer than you. 
FREDERICK I bet you're not as strong as me though. Are you? 

The chopping stops. Short pause. 


BADDELEY What was that? Was that a threat? 
FREDERICK I was just saying, that's all. 
BADDELEY Get out of my kitchen. Get out at once. 


FREDERICK You should be careful, Mrs Baddeley. You've left me with nothing to lose. 
BADDELEY Go on. Get out. 
Short pause. Then a few footsteps, and we hear the door slam shut. 


Scene 8: INT. The servants' hall. 
Once more, no ticking — just echoes. The door creaks open. Footsteps. 


CHARLEY This must be where the servants relax. Look, they've even got a little Christmas 
tree. 

DOCTOR Hmm. The fire's burning in the grate. But there's still no one here. 

CHARLEY But, Doctor. It isn't burning. Look at the flames — they're not moving... 
DOCTOR I don't like this, Charley. Not one bit. 

CHARLEY Could we be somewhere, I don't know... which is just frozen? Where nothing is 
moving? 

DOCTOR Pull a cracker with me. 

CHARLEY Do you think we should? It's not really ours to pull, is it? 

DOCTOR As an experiment. One... 

BOTH Two... three! 

They pull. There is a bang. 

DOCTOR I win! ...No, wait... (And there is a pop, and the sound is reversed with a whoosh) 
Well, there's a novelty. Reusable crackers. 

CHARLEY What's going on, Doctor? It's as if ...we're not being allowed to make any 
impression here... 

DOCTOR Yes, that's right. Time itself, not letting us in. There's only one problem with that 
theory. 

CHARLEY Which is? 

DOCTOR Well, it's not possible. Time doesn't work like that. At least, not without some 
direct intervention... 

CHARLEY You mean whatever is happening here, is happening deliberately? 

DOCTOR I just don't know. 

CHARLEY Which means that whoever is doing this could be watching us at this very 
moment... 

DOCTOR Pull the cracker with me again. 

CHARLEY What for? 

DOCTOR Please. I want to check something... 

There is a bang. And then once more it reforms. 

CHARLEY Just as before. It's come back together in your hand. 

DOCTOR Ah, not quite. Look what I was able to get hold of. 

CHARLEY A paper hat? 

DOCTOR Before the cracker sealed, I grabbed it. 

CHARLEY Does that do us any good? 

DOCTOR Well, firstly. I can wear it. (He unruffles it, the sound of paper unfolding) There. 


Very festive. And secondly, it proves we can reach in, we can affect things here. So whatever is 
keeping us out, it can't do it completely. Oh. Oh dear. 

CHARLEY What is it? 

DOCTOR I've just had an alarming thought. That means that things could reach out and 
affect us... 


CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
CHARLEY 
DOCTOR 
answer. 
CHARLEY 


There's also a joke. There, it fell on the floor... 

Let's see. (He opens the paper) When is a door not a door? 

When it's ajar. It's a very old joke. 

Well, it's a very old cracker. Let's see what it says... Charley. That's not the 


What does it say? (She takes the paper from him) When is a door not a door? 


When it's a raspberry jam jar. 


Short pause. 
DOCTOR 


(Softly) It's mocking us. Whatever this force is, it's mocking us. 


Scene 9: INT. The servants' hall. 
The ticking resumes. And we hear the whistle of the snowstorm outside. The fire crackles. Under this, 
softly, a young maid speaks. 


MARY 


So much snow. I've never seen so much snow. 


The door opens with a creak. 


MARY 
FREDERICK 
same to you. 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 


Frederick. Come to the window and join me. It's like a Christmas card outside. 
No thanks. I'd rather stand by the fire than by a draughty window. If it's all the 


And what if it isn't all the same to me? I've got something for you, Freddie... 
...What have you got there? 

Silly. It's a sprig of mistletoe, isn't it? Come and give me a kiss. 

No thanks. 

No one will see. They're all busy, apart from us. A chauffeur with nowhere to 


drive his car. And a ladies' maid, whose lady is no doubt having the time of her life upstairs without 
her, thank you very much. Come on, Frederick. We can have the time of our lives too. 
Under the last, footsteps as she walks to him. The fire gets louder from our perspective. 


FREDERICK 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
Short pause. 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
Short pause. 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 
FREDERICK 


Leave me be, Mary. 
I can make you warmer than that fire ever could... 
(Angrily) Can't you just leave it, I said? 


I only wanted a kiss. Freddie? Freddie, please... 

It's over, Mary. What we did... it was a mistake. A silly accident. 
All those times? 

Lots of accidents then. No, Mary. Get off. 


Is this because Mrs Baddeley saw us... 

She says she'll tell upstairs. She'll get us the sack. 

Interfering old cow. Let her. We were meant for better than this, my love... 

Listen to me. There is nothing better than this. Do you hear me? This is it. Driving 


a car around, you helping her ladyship with her clothes, it's the best we're ever going to get. We're 
nothing, Mary. Do you hear me? We're nobody. 


MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 

that dense. 
FREDERICK 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
And the door shuts. 
MARY 


This isn't because you prefer Edith... 

The scullery maid? Give over... 

I've seen you looking at her... 

A chauffeur with a scullery maid! The idea! 

(Gently) You couldn't love Edith, could you? Nobody could love anyone quite 


The likes of you and me, Mary, we haven't the right to love anyone. Not anyone. 
Freddie... 


Leave me alone! 


I won't let anyone get in the way of our love. Not Mrs Baddeley. Not Edith. Not 


even you, Freddie. Not even you. 


And the wind howls all the more fiercely. 


Scene 10: INT. The servants' hall. 
And the wind cuts off abruptly. The ticking stops. 


DOCTOR And you can't even hear the wind. 

CHARLEY What, Doctor? 

DOCTOR Look at the snow outside. The wind out there is blowing a gale. We can't hear it, 
we can't even feel it. Even double glazing would let the cold through, but there's nothing. 
CHARLEY And yet we can feel the heat from the fire. 

DOCTOR Yes, you're right. Strange, that. 

Footsteps as they walk to it. 

CHARLEY The flames don't move, but it's still making the room warm. 

DOCTOR I wonder if it burns. Wait. I'll try my hat... 

And there is a crackle of fire. And we hear, very faintly, EDITH singing again. 

CHARLEY It unfroze. Just for a few seconds... 

DOCTOR But long enough to burn the hat. And now the flames, look, they've frozen into a 
different position... Charley, what is it? 

CHARLEY It's the Christmas carol. Hark the Herald Angels Sing. It's very faint... 
DOCTOR I still can't hear anything. Charley, can you tell where it's coming from? 
CHARLEY No, it's too faint... I can barely hear it now... 

DOCTOR Maybe when I burned the hat... Maybe we broke into that other world for a few 


seconds... (He scrabbles around on the table) Wait. I'll burn the cracker too... 
And the fire crackles again for a few seconds. And we hear the singing, louder. 


CHARLEY Yes, that's better... It's louder... 

DOCTOR Where's it coming from, Charley? Where's the way in? 
CHARLEY Burn something else... Find something else, Doctor... 
DOCTOR The tablecloth! I'll try the tablecloth... 


And glasses smash and crockery breaks as he pulls it off the table. The fire roars louder. The singing 
becomes more distinct. 
CHARLEY ...quick. Back the way we came. 


Scene 11: INT. The kitchen. 
The singing grows louder. 


DOCTOR Through the kitchen? 
CHARLEY Yes, into the scullery. That's where it's coming from. 


Scene 12: INT. The scullery. 
The singing is louder still. It is now at normal volume. 


CHARLEY I can hear her, Doctor. It's as if she's standing in the room with us... Can't you 
hear anything? 

DOCTOR No. Try talking to her. See if you can get through to her. 

CHARLEY Doctor... 

DOCTOR Somewhere here is the door out of this. You must see if you can find it, Charley. 
CHARLEY Hello? Are you there? Can you hear me? 

And the singing stops abruptly. 

CHARLEY It's all right... You needn't be frightened... Please... 

DOCTOR What's happening, Charley? What do you see? 

CHARLEY Nothing. I think I frightened her off. It's just silence again... No, wait... 

And we hear the ticking start quietly, growing progressively louder. 

CHARLEY It's ticking... 


DOCTOR What did you say? 


CHARLEY A clock, it's like a clock ticking... Growing louder and louder... 
And behind it, we begin to hear voices mumbling over themselves. Once in a while a single phrase will 
stand out. 


CHARLEY They're talking to me... 
DOCTOR Who's talking to you? Charley? 
CHARLEY I don't know, I can't make it out... Who are you? 


As the ticking grows louder, so do the voices. Amongst them we hear: 
SHAUGHNESSY It's sinners, Edith. Not singers. 
FREDERICK A chauffeur with a scullery maid! The idea! 


MARY Nobody could love anyone quite that dense. 

BADDELEY You'll never amount to anything! 
CHARLEY (Desperately, over this) Who are you all? What do you want with us? 
DOCTOR Charley! 
CHARLEY Why is this happening to me? Doctor! It's too much! 


And the volume builds to a crescendo — then stops abruptly. 


Scene 13: INT. The scullery. 

The cacophony is replaced immediately by the sound of the clock ticking, perfectly normally. There is 
the sound of washing up. A couple of seconds so we can reorientate ourselves — then we hear EDITH 
sing to herself, quite happily, as before. Two or three lines of this, then: 


CHARLEY Excuse me... hello? 

EDITH gasps, drops her plate in the sink. 

EDITH I didn't see you! Creeping up on me like that! 

CHARLEY I'm sorry... 

EDITH No, I'm sorry, miss, I'm sorry. Speaking before I was being spoken at, I'm sorry. 
You won't tell, will you? 

CHARLEY No, of course not... 

EDITH Only Mrs Baddeley, or worse, Mr Shaughnessy, they'd go spare, miss. 
CHARLEY I promise I won't tell. 

EDITH You've got a good heart, miss. You're from... upstairs, aren't you? 
CHARLEY Yes. I suppose I am. 

EDITH Oh! I never see nobody from upstairs! There's a big plum pudding in there for 


you. The biggest ever, but it's all right, I haven't tasted it, I wanted to, mind, but I didn't do it! Was it 
my singing that brought you down? Was it too loud? 

CHARLEY I did hear you singing... 

EDITH Caterwauling, Mr Shaughnessy calls it. You stop that caterwauling right now! 
Please don't tell, I've got all this scrubbing and dusting to do, see, there's so much dust I could write 
my name in it... 


CHARLEY Edith Thompson. 

EDITH That's it. See it there? I wrote that, all by myself. 

CHARLEY I'm sure. 

EDITH All by myself, mind, I didn't have no help. Hey, just a moment... 
We hear a scratching, as words appear in the dust. 

EDITH There's more writing appearing! How's that happening then? 
CHARLEY Charley Pollard. 

EDITH Charley Pollard? Is that what it says? Who's that then? 
DOCTOR (Distantly) Charley? Can you hear me? 

CHARLEY (Softly) It's me... 

EDITH Charley? That's a funny name for a girl! Oh, I don't mean nothing by it, it's a nice 
name... 

And the ticking stops. Silence. When EDITH speaks, she sounds older, more brusque. 
EDITH Charley. There will be a death here soon. 


CHARLEY Edith? What are you saying? Whose death? 


EDITH Mine, Charley. Mine. 

And the ticking starts again. Lightly, younger, as before: 

EDITH Oh, I don't mean nothing by it, it's a nice name! I wish I was called Charley! 
DOCTOR Charley? Come back! 


Scene 14: INT. The scullery. 
And the ticking stops. 


CHARLEY Doctor! 

DOCTOR Charley! Are you all right? 

CHARLEY Yes, I think so... 

DOCTOR Where were you, Charley? What did you see? 

CHARLEY I was right here. Standing right here. But I was with the maid. With Edith 
Thompson. Couldn't you see me? 

DOCTOR You were frozen. Just like the flames. Like everything in this house. I thought I'd 
lost you... 

CHARLEY Doctor. She said she was going to die. Edith said she was going to die. 

And then we hear the clock beginning to tick again. 

DOCTOR Do you hear that? A clock ticking. A grandfather clock. 

CHARLEY You can hear it too? I thought it was just me... 

DOCTOR Come on, Charley. Back to the TARDIS. 

CHARLEY Doctor? 

DOCTOR There are some mysteries best left unsolved. And something has gone to great 
lengths to stop us from interfering. 

CHARLEY You're frightened. 

DOCTOR Yes. 

And then we hear the chimes sound. One, two, three... Over the next few: 

DOCTOR Too late. I think that whatever was keeping us out has decided to let us in after all. 


The chimes continue. On the eighth, we hear a piercing scream, cut off abruptly on the ninth. On the 
tenth we go into the closing music. 


PART TWO 


Reprise: 

DOCTOR Do you hear that? A clock ticking. A grandfather clock. 

CHARLEY You can hear it too? I thought it was just me... 

DOCTOR Come on, Charley. Back to the TARDIS. 

CHARLEY Doctor? 

DOCTOR There are some mysteries best left unsolved. And something has gone to great 
lengths to stop us from interfering. 

CHARLEY You're frightened. 

DOCTOR Yes. 

And then we hear the chimes sound. One, two, three... Over the next few: 

DOCTOR Too late. I think that whatever was keeping us out has decided to let us in after all. 


The chimes continue. On the eighth, we hear a piercing scream, cut off abruptly on the ninth. On the 
tenth chime there is a. strange whooshing sound, over which we hear, faintly, the heartbeat. And then 
the noise stops, replaced by: 


Scene 15: INT. The scullery. 
As normal. The ticking of the clock is steady. We can hear the background sound of the wind. 


DOCTOR We've arrived. Charley, are you all right? 

CHARLEY Yes, I think so... Doctor, look! 

DOCTOR Oh my word... 

And frantic footsteps. We hear lots of sloshing about in water, and the water overspilling and landing 
on the floor. 

CHARLEY That's the maid! That's Edith... 

DOCTOR Give me a hand with her, keep her head out of the water... 

CHARLEY But I was only speaking to her a moment ago... 


The door opens. Lots of commotion as all the surviving household enter. 
SHAUGHNESSY What's happening in here? 


MARY There was a scream... 

DOCTOR It's your scullery maid. We found her drowning in her own sink... 
MARY Oh no! 

FREDERICK Mary, it's all right... 

BADDELEY Oh my goodness, that such a thing could happen in my kitchens... 
DOCTOR Give me a hand with her, someone! Quickly! 


SHAUGHNESSY (Calmly) Yes, of course. Frederick, assist the gentleman in removing Edith from 
the washbasin. 

FREDERICK Yes, Mr Shaughnessy. 

And a final slosh as she is pulled out. She is put on to the ground, with a slight wet slap. 
SHAUGHNESSY Let me assure you, sir, if Edith has inconvenienced you in any way, I will have 
her formally reprimanded. 


BADDELEY He is good at that, sir, is Mr Shaughnessy. He's a veritable tyrant with his formal 
reprimands! 

DOCTOR Give me room, can't you? I'm trying to save her life! 

A few gasps as he gives her the kiss of life. 

CHARLEY (Quietly)... Well? 

DOCTOR I'm sorry. I'm afraid she's dead. 

CHARLEY Oh no... 

DOCTOR I don't understand it. Her lungs are full of water. There couldn't be that much 


water in the sink in the first place. I should have been able to save her... 
SHAUGHNESSY This is most unfortunate. To lose a scullery maid on Christmas Eve. 
MARY But Edith never was very good at timing, was she? 


A few awkward footsteps. 


DOCTOR Listen. I know how this must look. Coming in to find two strangers over a dead 
body... 

CHARLEY But we really had nothing to do with it. 

SHAUGHNESSY Well, of course you had nothing to do with it. 

BADDELEY The very idea! 


SHAUGHNESSY We count ourselves lucky, Doctor, that the chief inspector of Scotland Yard was 
being entertained upstairs at the time of this most unhappy accident. 


DOCTOR The chief inspector of Scotland Yard? 
FREDERICK Yes, of course. You are the Doctor, aren't you? 
Short pause. 

DOCTOR (Warily) Yes. Tam. 

MARY And this is Miss Pollard? Your niece? 
CHARLEY Well. Yes. 


SHAUGHNESSY It is indeed a happy coincidence you are both already here. So that this matter can 
be resolved as swiftly as possible. 


DOCTOR (Taken aback) Well, I'll do my best, Mr... 
SHAUGHNESSY No Mr, sir. Shaughnessy. Just plain Shaughnessy to a man of your rank. 
BADDELEY You will be able to solve this case before morning, won't you, Doctor? I don't 


want it spoiling Christmas. Not when I've got my famous plum puddings all ready and cooling next 
door. 

MARY Oh yes. Well, Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without one of your plum 
puddings... 

SHAUGHNESSY Don't worry, Mrs Baddeley. Have faith in the Doctor and Miss Pollard. I assume, 
Doctor, we can safely conclude it was suicide? 


CHARLEY Suicide? 
BADDELEY The poor unfortunate. She was such an unhappy child. 
DOCTOR In fact, it is extraordinarily difficult to drown yourself standing up with your head 


in a sink. As soon as the body loses consciousness, she'd have passed out and fallen, pulling her head 
out of the water. 

MARY Oh, he does talk posh with all his scientific terms, don't he, Frederick? Losing 
consciousness, indeed! 

FREDERICK That's what makes him a gentleman, Mary. 

DOCTOR I'd even go so far as to say it was impossible. 

BADDELEY Well, Edith was a very stupid girl, Doctor. She may not have known it was 
impossible when she did it. 

FREDERICK She certainly wasn't the sharpest tool in the box. 

SHAUGHNESSY That's your answer, Doctor. Mrs Baddeley has it. Edith was so simple-minded that 
she didn't realise she couldn't drown herself in the sink, and so she did. 


DOCTOR Mmm. What an interesting theory. 

SHAUGHNESSY Do you have another, Doctor? 

CHARLEY Oh, come on. It's perfectly obvious. The poor girl was murdered. 

BADDELEY Murdered! Oh, that such a thing could happen in my kitchens! When I've got my 


plum puddings ready and cooling. 

FREDERICK Wouldn't be Christmas without them. 

SHAUGHNESSY Murder, Doctor? Well, I'm sure you know your business. No doubt you will want 
to interview us all, one by one, in order to ascertain which of us is the guilty culprit? 

DOCTOR Yes. That's the idea... 

SHAUGHNESSY Then I shall be in my pantry, Doctor, when you need me. The rest of you, return 
to your duties until you are requested by the Doctor and Miss Pollard. And obey them in all things. 
General murmurs of assent. 

SHAUGHNESSY Save, naturally, in matters regarding the household. 

Footsteps as he leaves. 

FREDERICK We will wait for you, Doctor. Miss. Come along, Mary. 


BADDELEY I must check my plum pudding. With all the commotion I wouldn't be surprised if 
it's quite gone off... 
And the door swings closed behind them with a bang. As soon as it has: 


DOCTOR Chief inspector of Scotland Yard, eh? 

CHARLEY I'd rather we were amateur sleuths, like in those Agatha Christie novels. Doctor, 
what's going on here? 

DOCTOR I don't know, Charley. I really don't know. 

CHARLEY That poor girl. She warned me she knew she was going to die. She knew she was. 
Footsteps as the DOCTOR paces. 

DOCTOR She was killed at precisely ten o'clock. I wonder if that's significant. 
CHARLEY Perhaps the murderer was trying to mask the sound of any struggle beneath the 
chimes of the grandfather clock. 

DOCTOR Yes. Possibly. 

CHARLEY Except it didn't work. Edith still had time to scream. 

DOCTOR But if the killer didn't want to be discovered, why kill Edith in such a contrived 


manner? Drowning someone is hardly the quietest method of murder. You've seen how small the staff 
quarters are down here, Charley, the killer must have known he could be found at any moment. And 
yet he chooses to kill her like this, face down in the sink. Something's wrong about this. It all feels too 
calculated, too deliberate. 

CHARLEY Just as something deliberately shut us out. 

DOCTOR And now just as deliberately has let us in. And gives us roles to perform. A pair of 
detectives, trying to solve a Christmas murder. I don't like being given a role to play, Charley. I prefer 
to find my own. 

CHARLEY So what do we do? 

DOCTOR Oh, we'll play detective. We've no choice. For the moment. Speak to the cook and the 
maid, see what you can learn. I'll question the men. 

CHARLEY And what are we investigating? The murder? Or the time anomaly? 

DOCTOR Well, I'd be very surprised if the two weren't connected. Take care of yourself, 
Charley. There's more to this than meets the eye. 


Scene 16: INT. The butler's pantry. 
We can still hear the ticking — but it is fainter here. A knock at the door. 


SHAUGHNESSY Oh, please, sir, come in. There's no need to knock. 

And the door opens. Footsteps. 

SHAUGHNESSY You have complete authority in this house. 

DOCTOR Thank you. Please, won't you be seated? 

SHAUGHNESSY Thank you, Doctor. 

A creak of a wooden chair as he sits down. 

SHAUGHNESSY May I be permitted to ask how the investigation is proceeding? Are you close to 
bringing the felon to justice? 

DOCTOR ..-l've only just started, Shaughnessy. 

SHAUGHNESSY A terrible business, this. Murder. It is to be hoped that the disgrace will in no way 
taint his lordship, and will only fall on us, the staff. 

DOCTOR Do you know why anybody would want to kill Edith? Did you like the girl? 
SRAUGHNESSY Like didn't really come into it, Doctor. She was the scullery maid. But she'll be 
missed. 
DOCTOR So you did have a little affection for her. 
SHAUGHNESSY Oh no. She was noisy, and she was lazy, and she was ugly. 
DOCTOR But you said she'd be missed. 

SHAUGHNESSY Indeed she will, sir. She cleaned the pots and pans. 
DOCTOR Yes, I see. Is there anything else you know about her? 
SHAUGHNESSY She was the scullery maid, Doctor. Nothing more. 


Scene 17: INT. The kitchen. 


BADDELEY I don't want any more lip from you, my girl! You're to get to those pots and pans! 
MARY But that's not my job! That's Edith's job! I'm a ladies' maid! My place isn't in the 
scullery! 

BADDELEY Well, now Edith's dead, you'll just have to fill in for her. Do you the world of 
good, you with all your airs and graces! 

CHARLEY Excuse me, I wonder if I could ask you a few questions... 

BADDELEY (Suddenly sweet) Of course you can, my poppet. Anything you like. Well, go on, 
Mary. About your business. 

MARY It isn't fair. I bet if I'd been the one who was horribly murdered, you wouldn't ask 


Edith to do my duties. It's favouritism. And what about Edith's body? You expect me to work in there 
with that on the floor? 


BADDELEY Why ever not? It doesn't take up much room. 
Brisk footsteps, then the door slams. 
BADDELEY Girls these days. Well, not you, of course, my poppet. You're a lovely little girl, I 


know. You want to ask me a few questions? Is this about your little investigation? 
She begins chopping. 


CHARLEY Yes, that's right. Where were you when Edith was murdered? 

BADDELEY Ah, bless. Do you think you've solved the mystery yet? 

CHARLEY (Thrown) Well, no, I've only just started... 

BADDELEY Bless. Would you like a piece of my plum pudding? 

And she stops chopping. Footsteps as she fetches it. 

CHARLEY Well, no, I'd really much rather you just answered my question... 
BADDELEY Here it is. Oh, go on, just a little piece, I won't tell. It isn't Christmas quite yet, but 
I know it's your favourite. 

CHARLEY I don't care about plum pudding, I just want to find out who killed Edith 
Thompson! 

Short pause. Then chopping resumes, briskly. 

BADDELEY Well, if you don't care about my plum pudding, I'm not sure I want to help. 
CHARLEY What? 

BADDELEY If you'd rather talk about a dirty, noisy, stupid little girl like Edith, than taste a 


sweet, moist plum pudding like mine, then I don't want to talk to you at all. Go on, leave my kitchen. 
CHARLEY Mr Shaughnessy said... 

BADDELEY Mr Shaughnessy likes my plum pudding. He always says so. 

CHARLEY .--On second thoughts, Mrs Baddeley, may I have a piece of your pudding after 
all? It looks quite delicious. 

And the chopping stops. 

BADDELEY (Delighted) Oh, it is delicious, it is! Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without my 
plum pudding. And I know it's your favourite, you always said so. 


Scene 18: INT. The butler's pantry. 


DOCTOR How long have you been working in this house, Shaughnessy? 
SHAUGHNESSY Oh, I don't know exactly, Doctor. A long time though, I'll tell you that. 
DOCTOR I'm sure. You must have seen a fair few changes. 

SHAUGHNESSY Changes, sir? I'm not sure I know what you mean... 

DOCTOR Changes in staff, at least. You've got through several scullery maids, I'll be bound. 
SHAUGHNESSY I dare say, sir. It's hard to recall. They were all scullery maids to me. 

DOCTOR And the rest of the household? How well do you know them? 

SHAUGHNESSY Oh, intimately, Doctor. They've worked under me for many years. 

DOCTOR What can you tell me about them? 

SHAUGHNESSY There's the cook, and the ladies' maid, and the chauffeur. 

DOCTOR (Prompting, gently) Yes? (Short pause. He sighs) All right. What about upstairs? 


SHAUGHNESSY Upstairs, Doctor? 

DOCTOR Yes. Who is upstairs? 

SHAUGHNESSY His lordship and her ladyship. 

DOCTOR And what are they like? 

SHAUGHNESSY ...I don't discuss them, sir. It's not my place. 

DOCTOR Are either of them remotely homicidal at all? 

SHAUGHNESSY It's not my place. 

DOCTOR Perhaps one of them is conducting dangerous time experiments. Have you seen 
any weird futuristic-looking equipment lying about when you serve morning tea? 
SHAUGHNESSY Not my place. We are nothing. We are nobody. 

DOCTOR I beg your pardon? 

SHAUGHNESSY Weare nobody. Only in service do we derive any meaning or purpose. We serve, 
that is our function, our only function. We are nobody. 


Short pause. 

DOCTOR (Bluntly) All right, Shaughnessy. Did you kill Edith? 
SHAUGHNESSY No, sir. 

DOCTOR Do you know who did? 

SHAUGHNESSY No, sir. But I'd be inclined to suspect Mrs Baddeley, the cook. 
DOCTOR And why's that? 

SHAUGHNESSY (Innocently) ...Why, sir. She has shifty eyes. 

DOCTOR (Sighing) Thank you, Shaughnessy. That was all most helpful. 


Scene 19: INT. The kitchen. 


BADDELEY There you are, my dear. You enjoy that. Be careful of the threepenny bit. 
Remember when you broke your tooth on one? 

CHARLEY How do you know...? 

BADDELEY Go on, my poppet. Eat up. 

CHARLEY ...mmm. Yes, that is good. 

BADDELEY Always been your favourite. Ever since you were a little girl. 

She begins chopping again. 

CHARLEY It certainly has. You'll make me plum pudding forever, won't you? Even when I'm 
grown up. 

BADDELEY (Laughing) Of course I will, my love. All the plum pudding you can eat. I'll never 
leave you, not ever. 

CHARLEY Where am I? What's going on? 

BADDELEY You poor thing. You're getting tired, and it's a big day tomorrow... 

CHARLEY What are you doing to me...? 

She drops her plate. BADDELEY stops chopping again, walks to her. 

BADDELEY Oh, dear, clumsy! Never mind, one more piece of plum pudding, then we'll get 
you tucked straight into bed... 

CHARLEY (Insistently) Mrs Baddeley. Did you kill Edith Thompson? 

BADDELEY (Without changing tone) No, my dear, do you know, I didn't. But I've got a feeling 
I know who did. 

CHARLEY (Weakly) Who's that? 

BADDELEY Frederick the chauffeur. Haven't you noticed? He's got shifty eyes. 

CHARLEY Thank you, Mrs Baddeley... for the pudding... 

And as we hear her hurrying away: 

BADDELEY Not at all, my poppet. Not at all. 

And the door to the scullery opens and closes. BADDELEY resumes chopping. 

BADDELEY Always been her favourite. Ever since she was a little girl. 


Scene 20: INT. The servants' hall. 


DOCTOR Excuse me, Frederick? 
FREDERICK Hello, Doctor. So, have you got the case solved yet? 


DOCTOR (Irritably) No. 

FREDERICK I'm sorry, sir. I'm sure you will have soon. It's very exciting for the likes of us, sir. 
To be in a real-life murder mystery being solved by Doctor... by the Doctor. 

DOCTOR You know my reputation then? 

FREDERICK Oh yes, sir. I loved that one you did with the Seven Dials, that was gripping. 
DOCTOR I think you'll find that was Agatha Christie. 

FREDERICK If you say so, Doctor. 

DOCTOR I thought I worked at Scotland Yard? 


FREDERICK Oh no, you're too good for the police. You're the best amateur sleuth there is in all 
London. I've no doubt you'll have the murderer behind bars before I can say Boxing Day. 

DOCTOR (Laughing) Well, let's hope so! Are you the killer, Frederick? 

FREDERICK (Laughing) Well, Doctor, that would be telling! It wouldn't be a good mystery if 
the killer came right out and told you, would it? 


DOCTOR No, I suppose not! Well, assuming it isn't you, for the moment... 

FREDERICK Yes, sir, anything I can do to help... 

DOCTOR Who is the killer, do you think? 

FREDERICK Well, I'm not paid to have opinions, Doctor. I'm just paid to drive the Chrysler. 
DOCTOR But I'm sure you have an opinion anyway. 

FREDERICK I'm betting it's Mary, sir. The ladies' maid. 

DOCTOR Shifty eyes, you think? 

FREDERICK Well, you're the expert, Doctor. But they are a bit shifty, aren't they? 

DOCTOR Ah, if only ever murder could be determined by the shiftiness of the culprit's eyes. 


What year is it? 
FREDERICK (Thrown) What, sir? 


DOCTOR What's the year? Don't you know? 

FREDERICK Yes, sir. It's 1906. 

DOCTOR But Agatha Christie wasn't published until 1920. So how do you know who she 
was? 

FREDERICK Well, it's probably 1920 then... 

DOCTOR And the Chrysler was first introduced in 1924. 

FREDERICK Did I say Chrysler? I meant Bentley. I drive a Bentley. 

DOCTOR Do you? 


FREDERICK Yes, sir! I've never even heard of a Chrysler! Or a Christie! I don't know, I don't 
know what year it is! I'm just paid to drive the car! 


DOCTOR The Chrysler, is that? 
FREDERICK Yes, the Chrysler! No, I mean, the Bentley! The Chrysler hasn't been invented 
yet! 


Short pause. Then, genially, as if none of the above has happened: 
FREDERICK Will that be all, Doctor? 


DOCTOR For the moment. 
FREDERICK I'm sure you'll catch the killer soon, Doctor. You're the best amateur sleuth in 
London. 


Scene 21: INT. The scullery. 
Over the ever-present ticking clock, we hear the sound of scrubbing. Rather lacklustre scrubbing, but 
scrubbing nonetheless. 


MARY It's just not fair. That's the long and the short of it. I'm a ladies' maid. Not a 
scullery maid. 

CHARLEY No, Mary, of course not... 

MARY In truth, I've been brought up too proper to have my hands in the washing. In 


truth, I'm closer to you, Miss Pollard, than I ever was to Edith. Don't get me wrong, I'm not saying I'm 


posh or nothing, like the likes of you, miss. But I'm not in Edith's class neither, am I? And just because 
she goes and gets herself murdered, I don't see why I should have to do her job. 


CHARLEY You don't seem very affected by her death. 

MARY Of course I'm affected by it! If she were still alive, I wouldn't be trying to clean 
the grease off this baking tray, would I? 

CHARLEY Did you kill her, Mary? 

MARY Not much in it for me if I did, was there? 

CHARLEY Do you know who did? 

MARY Well, if I had to say, I'd think it was Edith. She's got shifty eyes. 

CHARLEY ...Edith's the one who was murdered, Mary. 

MARY (Not thrown by this at all) Then I'd say it was Mr Shaughnessy. He's got shifty 
eyes. 

CHARLEY I see. Thank you. 

She stops washing. 

MARY Here, you can tell me. Have you worked out who killed her yet? 

And the ticking stops dead. 

EDITH (Slight echo) Have you worked out who killed me yet? 

The ticking resumes. 

CHARLEY What? What was that? 

MARY Miss Pollard? Are you all right? 

CHARLEY Yes... I think so... 

MARY You've gone all pale. Like you've just seen a... 


And the ticking stops dead again, MARY cut off abruptly. 


Scene 22: INT. The 'other' house. 
There is a slight echo in the background. We are back where we spent so much of the first episode. A 
few seconds’ pause, then: 


CHARLEY Back here again... In the darkness. Silent. Doctor? Doctor, where are you? 
Short pause. 

CHARLEY Doctor, please! I don't think I can stand it here on my own! 

EDITH (Very close up) Have you worked out who killed me yet? 

CHARLEY Edith... 

EDITH That's right. 

CHARLEY Where are you? I can't see you, I can't see anything... 

EDITH Please find out who killed me soon. I'm so tired of dying. 

CHARLEY Do you know who killed you? Who was it, Edith? 

EDITH Oh yes. I know. But that would be telling. There'll be another murder soon. And 
everyone will forget me. Don't you forget me, Charley. 

CHARLEY No. I won't... 

EDITH Edward Grove... Edward Grove is alive. 


And we hear the chimes start, striking eleven. Slow, methodical. The echo on them fades bit by bit until 
they sound as they would heard in the house normally. Over them: 

CHARLEY Edith? Edith, where have you gone? ...Edith, please, don't leave me here on my 
own! Doctor! Doctor, where are you? 

And on the ninth of the eleventh chimes, we hear a scream, exactly the same as before — and cut off 
Just as abruptly. 


Scene 23: INT. The kitchen. 
The clock is quietly ticking once more. We hear the faint sound of the wind outside. 


CHARLEY Doctor! 
The door flies open, and everyone enters the kitchen at a rush. 
DOCTOR Charley! Charley, what is it? What happened? 


MARY Why is Mrs Baddeley lying like that on the kitchen table? 
SHAUGHNESSY Oh, dear lord. Not another accident. 


DOCTOR Let me see. 

Footsteps as he approaches the table. 

DOCTOR There are no marks on her body, it seems... 

CHARLEY Someone's put threepenny coins on her eyes... Why would they do that? 
DOCTOR The mark of death. Let me see if I can open her mouth... 


And we hear the mouth being pulled open — and a large quantity of pudding seeping out. 
DOCTOR Oh dear. 
FREDERICK What is it, Doctor? 


DOCTOR I'd keep back, if I were you, this is not very pleasant to look at. It seems that Mrs 
Baddeley has been stuffed with her own plum pudding. 
CHARLEY Oh, dear God, that's sick... 


SHAUGHNESSY This is dreadful news. To lose another member of staff over Christmas is bad 
enough. To lose the plum pudding makes it even worse. 

FREDERICK Still, what a way to go. I can't think of a better way than being suffocated with one 
of Mrs Baddeley's plum puddings. 


MARY Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without them. 

CHARLEY (Angrily) What's wrong with them all? 

DOCTOR (Softly) Gently does it, Charley. You're right, something is very wrong with them 
all. 

SHAUGHNESSY Surely you would agree that this one must be suicide, Doctor? 

DOCTOR (Genially) Do you know, I'm going to stick my neck out and suggest it's another 
murder. 

Slightly irritated groans from the household. 

DOCTOR Could you please all leave Miss Pollard and myself alone for a moment? 


FREDERICK Got some of your famous sleuthing to do, have you, Doctor? 

DOCTOR That's the idea, yes... 

MARY (Voice drifting away, over the footsteps as they leave) It's very exciting! I wonder 
who the killer will turn out to be. 

The door shuts. 


CHARLEY Doctor. I saw Edith. 

DOCTOR Where? What, she's alive? 

CHARLEY No, I don't think so. It was in the scullery, but as it was when we arrived. Dark 
and empty. 

DOCTOR Did she speak to you? What did she say? 

CHARLEY It didn't make much sense. She told me to remember her, that everyone would 

forget her, but I must remember her. And that Edward Grove is alive. 

DOCTOR Edward Grove is alive? 

CHARLEY Yes. She was most emphatic about it. 

DOCTOR But there isn't anyone here called Edward Grove. 

CHARLEY Maybe he's the killer. Someone we haven't met yet... 

DOCTOR No, not possible. There are rules to this sort of mystery, Charley. It wouldn't be 
fair if the murderer turned out to be someone we hadn't even suspected. 

CHARLEY Rules? What do you mean? 

DOCTOR Oh, I think that there are rules to this, Charley, don't you? It all feels like some 


sort of elaborate game to me. A killing always on the hour, just as the clock strikes. The murder being 
some sort of representation of the victim's job. The scullery maid drowned in her own sink with the 
pots and pans. The cook smothered with her own pudding. 


CHARLEY If only we were given some sort of clue... 

DOCTOR I rather think we've been given nothing else but clues. There are so many clues we 
can't see what's going on. Whoever has given us our roles as amateur sleuths has taken it to heart. 
CHARLEY Poor Mrs Baddeley. I heard her scream, Doctor. Just as before. 


DOCTOR Yes, odd that. That she should be able to scream with her throat full of plum 


pudding. I heard the clock chime, I heard a scream, seconds later I was in here to find you and her dead 
body. Look at the state of her. It must have taken minutes to force-feed her so much. 


CHARLEY But if she didn't scream, who did? 

DOCTOR I don't know. It was the same scream we heard before, wasn't it? The one we 
assumed had to be Edith's when she was killed. 

CHARLEY A young woman's scream. Mary's. 

DOCTOR Yes, it seems likely. 

CHARLEY But why, Doctor? Why would Mary scream as she was killing Mrs Baddeley and 
Edith? Why draw attention to yourself? 

DOCTOR And who is Edward Grove? 

He sighs. 

DOCTOR Too many questions and not enough answers. And we're running out of time. 
CHARLEY What do you mean? 

DOCTOR It seems pretty well established that the murders take place on the hour. We've got 


to try and solve this before anyone else gets killed. There's something I'm missing, there's something 
that's staring me in the face and I can't see it... 
He begins to pace the floor. 


CHARLEY Doctor. I'll tell you something else which doesn't make sense. 

DOCTOR With the greatest of respect, Charley, I'm looking for something which does make 
sense at the moment. Sorry. Sorry, what was it? 

CHARLEY The murders are happening exactly an hour apart, yes? 

DOCTOR Yes. 

CHARLEY But that didn't seem like an hour at all. Did it? I mean, I know it's hard to keep 
track of time, but not that much, surely? 

The pacing stops. 

CHARLEY Doctor, why are you looking at me like that? 

DOCTOR Oh, Charley, Charley, Charley. You're brilliant! 

CHARLEY I am? Oh, thank you. 

DOCTOR He's breaking the rules. He has to kill on the hour, but he's altering the clock to 


make it run faster. Why's he doing that, I wonder? When everything else is so ordered, why is that out 
of place? ...Come on. 

CHARLEY Where are we going? 

DOCTOR To find a clock, of course. To find out what time it really is. 


Scene 24: INT. The servants’ hall. 
The door opens. 


MARY Frederick! Thank God you're alone! 

FREDERICK Mary, what is it? 

The sound of a kiss. 

FREDERICK Mary! 

MARY Oh, Frederick! You're a wild, passionate, impulsive fool! But I can't help but love 
you for it. 

FREDERICK What are you talking about? 

MARY You do love me, don't you? That's why you murdered Mrs Baddeley. So she 


couldn't blackmail us to end our affair. So we'd be free to do what we wanted forever! 
FREDERICK Don't be silly, Mary. I didn't murder Mrs Baddeley. 


MARY ...Oh. I was rather under the impression you had. 

FREDERICK No. In fact, I thought you were the one who had done for Mrs Baddeley. 
MARY No, I'm afraid not. It wasn't me that killed her. 

FREDERICK Really? So neither of us is the murderer? 

MARY It seems not. 


FREDERICK Well, fancy that! I wonder who is? 
And we begin to hear, very quietly in the background, Hark the Herald Angels Sing. 


FREDERICK Of course, it's not proof. I mean, I suppose I could be lying when I said I didn't 
kill her... 

MARY Oh yes. As, of course, could I. 

FREDERICK Stands to reason. Once you've committed murder, a bit of fibbing is hardly going 
to bother your conscience, is it? 


MARY It doesn't matter. With her out of the way we're free to love each other as much as 
we like! 

FREDERICK ... Yes, I don't think so. A chauffeur in love with a scullery maid. It's just not right, 
is it? 

The singing becomes noticeably louder. 

MARY (Slowly) But I thought I was the ladies' maid... 

FREDERICK The ladies’ maid! I should think not! 

MARY And that Edith... wasn't Edith the scullery maid? 

FREDERICK Edith? I've never heard of an Edith. Who are you talking about? 

And the singing stops. 

MARY ...I don't know. I've... I've never heard of an Edith either. 

FREDERICK You do see I couldn't love you, don't you? It was just a bit of fun. 

MARY (Distantly, still puzzled) Oh, of course. Not if I'm a scullery maid. I am nothing, 
after all. 

FREDERICK You are nobody. 

MARY That's right. 

FREDERICK You just get back to your pots and pans, Mary. There's work to be done. 

MARY Yes, Mr Frederick. Sorry, Mr Frederick. 


And she begins to hum Hark the Herald Angels Sing. Hesitantly at first, and then with greater 
confidence. It gets shut off as she closes the door behind her. 


Scene 25: INT. The butler's pantry. 
Footsteps from the DOCTOR and CHARLEY. 


DOCTOR Ah, Shaughnessy, there you are. Hate to disturb you in your room... 
SHAUGHNESSY Not at all, Doctor. Is there any way I can be of service to you both? 
DOCTOR Well, there is rather. We've been looking for a clock down here, and we can't find 


one anywhere... 
SHAUGHNESSY Really, sir? I must say, that is most peculiar. 


DOCTOR That's what we thought. Isn't it, Charley? 

CHARLEY Most peculiar, we thought. It's almost deliberate, as if you didn't want there to be 
any clocks... 

SHAUGHNESSY Not at all, miss. Very useful items, clocks. Most efficacious in the telling of time. 
Except... 

DOCTOR Except what? 


SHAUGHNESSY Except the staff here don't need to know the time. It is enough that they are told 
what to do, and they do it promptly. 

DOCTOR They are nothing and nobody, I take it? 

SHAUGHNESSY Quite so, sir. 

CHARLEY And yet you have a fob watch. I can see it in your pocket. 

SHAUGHNESSY ...Yes. 

DOCTOR So there is. Do you mind if we borrow it for a while? 

SHAUGHNESSY (Awkwardly) ...Oh, there is no need, sir. The time is just after eleven. The chimes 
rang at the moment of Mrs Baddeley's unexpected demise. 


CHARLEY We don't want to know the time. We just want the watch. 
SHAUGHNESSY ...No, I would really rather not. I will keep my watch. 
CHARLEY He is chief inspector of Scotland Yard, you know! 


SHAUGHNESSY As I understand it, miss, you and the Doctor are a pair of amateur sleuths of no 
official status whatsoever. 


DOCTOR Where is the grandfather clock? 

SHAUGHNESSY Sir? 

DOCTOR The grandfather clock we can hear ticking in the background. It must be upstairs. 
Charley, I think it's time we visited the gentry. 

Footsteps towards the door. We hear a drawer being pulled open. 


CHARLEY Maybe we'll get some answers out of them... 

The footsteps stop. 

CHARLEY Doctor, what is it? 

And a gun is cocked. 

CHARLEY Oh. 

DOCTOR (Clearing his throat) Mr Shaughnessy. You're pointing a gun at us. 
SHAUGHNESSY Yes, sir. 

DOCTOR That's not a very nice way for a well-bred butler to behave, is it? 


SHAUGHNESSY You are not to go upstairs. It is not our place. We only go upstairs when we are 
summoned. And the bell has not been rung. We're not to go upstairs until the bell has rung. 


CHARLEY But, Shaughnessy, we're from upstairs. Aren't we, Doctor? 

DOCTOR Give me the gun, Shaughnessy. 

SHAUGHNESSY I'm sorry, Doctor. I cannot do that. 

CHARLEY You do realise that holding us at gunpoint means we're going to put you right at 


the top of our list of suspects. 
SHAUGHNESSY I sincerely regret that, miss. And I apologise if my service is giving you any 
dissatisfaction. 


Footsteps. 

SHAUGHNESSY Keep back, Doctor. 
DOCTOR Give me the gun. 
SHAUGHNESSY No. 

DOCTOR Give it to me, Shaughnessy. 
SHAUGHNESSY Keep back. 

CHARLEY Doctor! 

DOCTOR Very well. Give me the watch. 


The footsteps stop. 

SHAUGHNESSY ...What? 

DOCTOR Well, be fair. You can't very well shoot me with a watch, can you? 
SHAUGHNESSY ...No, Doctor, you're quite right. Here you are, sir. 

And a ting of metal as it 1s passed to the DOCTOR. 


DOCTOR Thank you. 
SHAUGHNESSY Not at all. Will that be all? 
DOCTOR Yes. Thank you, Shaughnessy. We will leave you now. Come along, Charley. 


SHAUGHNESSY Very good, sir. Very good, miss. If I can be of any further assistance, don't 
hesitate to find me. 
Footsteps. The door opens, then closes behind them. 


Scene 26: INT. The servants’ hall. 


CHARLEY What was all that about? 

DOCTOR It sees us as a threat, whatever it is. But it can't work out which way we threaten it 
most yet. And it can't concentrate on more than one thing at a time. Which gives us a distinct 
advantage. 

CHARLEY It does? 

DOCTOR Oh yes. I can concentrate on millions of things at once. 

CHARLEY So what time is it? 

DOCTOR Oh yes. Good point, I'd forgotten... 


And a little ching as the fobwatch opens. We hear little whirring inside. 
DOCTOR No. That's impossible. 


CHARLEY What is it? 


DOCTOR It's eleven twenty. 

CHARLEY But it can't be. It only struck the hour a few minutes ago! 

DOCTOR Look how fast the second hand is going round. Just look at it. 

And it stops. So too does the ticking of the grandfather clock. 

CHARLEY Doctor... It's stopped! 

DOCTOR Yes. Why has it done that? 

CHARLEY It's as if it can see us. It's as if it's caught us looking at it. 

DOCTOR Charley, that's ridiculous... 

CHARLEY No, look! Look at the second hand, quivering like that... 

And the whirring starts up, faster than before. The ticking of the grandfather clock resumes. 
CHARLEY No, it's started again! 

DOCTOR Much quicker than before... 

CHARLEY It's taken fright! Doctor, time has taken fright! And it's running away! 
And, almost imperceptibly, the ticking of the clock begins to speed too. 

DOCTOR Faster and faster towards midnight. And we know what will happen then. 
CHARLEY Another death? 

DOCTOR At the very least. We must get the household together. Quick! Everyone! In here! 
CHARLEY Come here! Quickly! 


And doors open. Footsteps from both sides. 
FREDERICK What's all the fuss about? 
SHAUGHNESSY What's going on? 


DOCTOR What time does it say now? 

CHARLEY Eleven thirty-two. 

DOCTOR You must listen to me, all of you! We must all stay together in this room! 
SHAUGHNESSY Doctor, the household has duties... 

DOCTOR It'll soon be midnight! 


SHAUGHNESSY Even more reason we must return to work. His lordship will want to toast 
Christmas Day with champagne. Mary, get the glasses. 


MARY Right away, sir. 

DOCTOR No, Mary! You must stay here! 

CHARLEY Eleven thirty-nine. 

By now the ticking has become much quicker and more ominous. 

DOCTOR All of you, please! There will be another murder committed at midnight! For your 


safety's sake, we must be together! 
FREDERICK Another murder? 
SHAUGHNESSY How do you deduce that, Doctor? 


DOCTOR Both deaths took place exactly on the hour. Exactly as the chimes struck! 
FREDERICK But there's only been one death. 

DOCTOR What? 

FREDERICK Mrs Baddeley's suicide with the plum pudding. 
CHARLEY Eleven forty-four! Doctor, it's going wild! 

DOCTOR What about Edith? You must remember Edith! 

MARY Edith? 

FREDERICK There's no Edith here... 

DOCTOR The scullery maid! You must remember! 

CHARLEY Eleven forty-nine. Doctor! 

SHAUGHNESSY Mary here is our scullery maid. 

MARY That's right. I am nothing. I am nobody. 

CHARLEY Doctor, the second hand is just a blur, I can hardly see it...! 


SHAUGHNESSY This is ridiculous. Staff, return to your duties. 
FREDERICK At once, Mr Shaughnessy. 

MARY Yes, sir. 

And we hear them leave. Footsteps out. Doors shutting. 


DOCTOR (Frantically) No, come back! We must be together when whatever happens 


happens! 

CHARLEY Eleven fifty-four. Eleven fifty-five... 

DOCTOR Any one of us could be next! Don't you understand? It could be any one of us! 
CHARLEY (Under this) Fifty-six. Fifty-seven. Fifty-eight. Fifty-nine. Doctor...! 
DOCTOR No! 


The grandfather clock has become deranged, ticking faster for all its worth. And it crashes into the 
first chimes, at the same deliberate pace as always. 


PART THREE 
Reprise: 
CHARLEY Doctor, the second hand is just a blur, I can hardly see it...! 


SHAUGHNESSY This is ridiculous. Staff, return to your duties. 
FREDERICK At once, Mr Shaughnessy. 


MARY Yes, sir. 

And we hear them leave. Footsteps out. Doors shutting. 

DOCTOR (Frantically) No, come back! We must be together when whatever happens 
happens! 

CHARLEY Eleven fifty-four. Eleven fifty-five... 

DOCTOR Any one of us could be next! Don't you understand? It could be any one of us! 
CHARLEY (Under this) Fifty-six. Fifty-seven. Fifty-eight. Fifty-nine. Doctor...! 


The grandfather clock ticking crashes into the first chimes, at the same deliberate pace as always. And 
after a few chimes, we hear heartbeats. 

CHARLEY Doctor? What's that? 

DOCTOR It sounds like... heartbeats... 

And, as before, the scream. And the chimes stop, giving way to ordinary ticking again. 


Scene 27: INT. The scullery. 


CHARLEY We're back in the scullery again. 

DOCTOR Back where we started. 

CHARLEY Doctor! Look! It's Edith! 

Footsteps as they rush to her. 

DOCTOR I'm afraid she's dead, Charley. 

CHARLEY But she already was dead! 

DOCTOR Well, now she's dead again. 

CHARLEY But she was drowned in the sink... And here she is... 

DOCTOR ..-lying on the floor, suffocated by a sink plunger. It is bizarre, to say the least. 


The door opens, and the household enters, just as before. 
SHAUGHNESSY What's happening in here? 


MARY There was a scream... 

DOCTOR I'm afraid your scullery maid is dead. 

MARY Oh no! 

FREDERICK Mary, it's all right... 

BADDELEY Oh, my goodness, that such a thing could happen in my kitchen...! 
CHARLEY And she's alive again too! What's going on? 

BADDELEY What do you mean, my poppet? 

DOCTOR Ssh, Charley. Not now... 


SHAUGHNESSY Frederick, assist the gentleman in removing the sink plunger from Edith's face. 
FREDERICK Yes, Mr Shaughnessy. 

Footsteps, some scrabbling against the stone floor as the DOCTOR and FREDERICK bend down. 
Then an almost comic pop as the plunger comes free from EDITH's face. 

SHAUGHNESSY This is most unfortunate. To lose a scullery maid on Christmas Eve. 

MARY But Edith never was very good at timing, was she? 

SHAUGHNESSY Wecan count ourselves lucky, Doctor, that the most famous amateur sleuth in 
London was being entertained upstairs at the time of this most unhappy accident. 

DOCTOR Quite so. 


BADDELEY You will be able to solve this case before morning, won't you, Doctor? I don't 
want it spoiling Christmas. Not when I've got my plum puddings all ready and cooling next door. 
MARY Well, Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without one of your plum puddings... 


SHAUGHNESSY [I assume, Doctor, we can safely conclude it was suicide. 


DOCTOR Well, probably not. It's impossible to suffocate yourself on a sink plunger. You 
need someone to hold the other end, you see... 

MARY Oh, don't he talk posh with all his scientific terms! "Hold the other end’ indeed! 
BADDELEY Well, Edith was a very stupid girl, Doctor. She may not have known it was 
impossible when she did it. 

FREDERICK She certainly wasn't the brighest button on the waistcoat. 


DOCTOR Well, that's as may be. Could you leave us alone, please? Miss Pollard and I have 
some investigating to do. 

CHARLEY Even the best amateur sleuths in London need some privacy to do their sleuthing 
in. 


SHAUGHNESSY Yes, of course. Well, staff, obey the Doctor in all things. Except in matters 
concerning the household. 
Murmurs of assent, footsteps. The door shuts. 


DOCTOR What do you make of it, Charley? 
CHARLEY We've gone back in time, haven't we? 
DOCTOR Yes, it would seem so. Everyone's saying more or less the same thing, behaving in 


more or less the same way... 
He begins to pace thoughtfully. 


CHARLEY Except poor Edith. If we've gone back in time, why has she been killed in an 
entirely different way? 

DOCTOR I don't know. It's odd, that. 

CHARLEY And yet, once again, killed in a manner which reflects her job. 

DOCTOR Yes, you noticed that, did you? Good. 

His footsteps stop. 

DOCTOR I wonder if you've noticed something else. 

CHARLEY What's that? 

She walks to him under the following. 

DOCTOR The writing, here, in the dust. Edith's name, and your name beneath it. 
CHARLEY What about it? 

DOCTOR There's a third signature... 

CHARLEY ...yes... it's very faint... "Edward Grove'. 

DOCTOR The mysterious Edward Grove again. 

CHARLEY Well, it seems our murderer is getting careless. 

DOCTOR What, you're suggesting he came in here, killed Edith with the sink plunger, then 
accidentally happened to write his name in the dust for us to find? 

CHARLEY Yes, sorry, that's ridiculous... 

DOCTOR (Loudly, to whoever might be listening) Whoever is leaving us these clues must 
think we're an idiot! 

CHARLEY You know what it reminds me of? It's like an artist signing his name at the bottom 
of a painting. 

DOCTOR Yes, interesting. The murders have, after all, been tableaux of some sort or 
another. The question is why. 

CHARLEY Ah. We're back to 'why' again. 

DOCTOR Yes, it does seem our most pressing puzzle at the moment... 

CHARLEY Well, at least we should be able to find our killer soon, Doctor. It's pretty simple 


to solve a murder before it's taken place and we know what's going to happen. Mrs Baddeley, in the 
kitchen, eleven o'clock sharp. 


DOCTOR Yes. Stay with Mrs Baddeley, Charley. See what happens to her. But do take care, 
won't you? 

CHARLEY Don't worry. What are you going to do? 

DOCTOR Check out a hunch. I won't be long. 


Scene 28: INT. The 'other' house. 
The background ticking stops. A couple of seconds' silence, then we hear the faint sound of the 


heartbeats. And a ragged gasp of breath. 


Scene 29: INT. The servants’ hall. 
The door opens, brisk footsteps inside. The ticking, of course, has resumed. We hear background wind 
blowing a gale. 


DOCTOR Frederick. Just the chap. You're a chauffeur, aren't you? 

FREDERICK (Without hesitation) Yes, Doctor. I drive a Chrysler. No, a Bentley. No, a 
Chrysler... 

DOCTOR Yes, well, we'll not worry about that for the moment. I want you to take me for a 
drive. 

FREDERICK What, now, sir? 

DOCTOR Yes. Why not? 

MARY But it's Christmas Eve, sir. 

FREDERICK And it's blowing a blizzard. Look at the snow out the window. 

MARY Pretty like a Christmas card... 

DOCTOR (Hard) I gave you an order, Frederick. You obey orders, don't you? 
FREDERICK Yes, sir. 

DOCTOR Open the door, Mary. So we can go outside. 

MARY What, and let all the cold in? When the fire's barely keeping us warm as it is? 
DOCTOR I am a gentleman, remember. 

MARY (Immediately) Yes, sir. And I am nothing. 

FREDERICK We are nobody. 

DOCTOR Well, now, I never said that... Just open the door for me, there's a dear. 
MARY We are not allowed to, Doctor. 

FREDERICK We have been forbidden to open the door, to try to leave this house. 
DOCTOR Whose orders? The lordship's, upstairs? 

FREDERICK Our master's. 

DOCTOR Yes, well, he's given me no such orders, so I'll open the door myself...! 


Brisk footsteps. We hear a poker being picked up. 
FREDERICK Don't do it, Doctor. Our master has also instructed I hit you with this poker if you 


try. 

DOCTOR Did he indeed? 

FREDERICK Oh yes, sir. And he told me to do it very hard. 

MARY And I can stab you hard with my knitting needle. 

DOCTOR Did your master instruct you to do that too, Mary? 

MARY Oh yes. He was most particular about what I could do to you with my knitting 
needle, sir. 

FREDERICK Please don't do it, Doctor. We don't want to kill you. 

MARY Not with you being a famous amateur sleuth and all. 

DOCTOR (Slowly) All right then. I won't. 


We hear the poker being put down. 

FREDERICK Well, that's good enough for me! 

MARY And me too. I think I'll get back on with my knitting! 

FREDERICK I dare say you'll be wanting to get on with your duties too, Doctor. 

DOCTOR My duties, sorry? 

MARY Yes. Detecting and all that. 

DOCTOR (Thoughtfully) Yes. No doubt your master will be much happier if I get on with 
my duties. Keep me in my rightful place, and all that. 

FREDERICK The chauffeur drives the car, the maid cleans and sews, the detective detects. All 
nice and simple. Do you think you know who did it yet, Doctor? 

DOCTOR I'm beginning to think it may not even matter... 

MARY It's just we've been thinking hard, Frederick and me. And we think we can help 
you out. 


FREDERICK 
DOCTOR 
MARY 


We know who did the murders. 
Oh? Who? 
Us. 


Scene 30: INT. The kitchen. 
BADDELEY is chopping vegetables, and singing Hark the Herald Angels. Sing quietly to herself. 


CHARLEY 
And she stops. 
BADDELEY 


Excuse me... 


Oh, hello, my poppet! Goodness, you gave me a fright! I hope you don't mind me 


singing. That stupid girl Edith has been singing it all day, it's probably the only Christmas carol she 
knows. Round and round my head it's been going, I can't shake it out. 
She resumes chopping. 


CHARLEY 
BADDELEY 


those pots and pans. 


CHARLEY 
BADDELEY 
CHARLEY 


Well, she won't be singing it any longer, will she? 
That's a blessing. With any luck it means she's putting her back into scrubbing 


Mrs Baddeley? 
Yes, my poppet? 
Edith is dead. Don't you remember? 


She stops chopping, has a think. Then resumes cheerfully. 


BADDELEY 


Oh yes. Of course she is. I was forgetting. Memory like a veritable sieve! Now, 


my poppet. Would you like a piece of plum pudding? Seeing as how it's your favourite. 


Scene 31: INT. The servants' hall. 
We hear the wind howling more clearly. 


MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
MARY 
DOCTOR 
MARY 
FREDERICK 
DOCTOR 
MARY 
DOCTOR 
FREDERICK 
MARY 

the kitchen. 
DOCTOR 
Short pause. 
MARY 
DOCTOR 
FREDERICK 
Edith. 

MARY 
DOCTOR 
FREDERICK 
DOCTOR 
FREDERICK 


You see, it had to be us. We both had the perfect motive. 

Mary and I have been having a bit of a fling, sir. If you'll pardon the expression. 
It's not a fling, Frederick. It's love. 

Oh yes. 

She caught us at it, and was going to tell upstairs. Well, we'd both be sacked, sir. 
So you killed her together? 

Oh no. It was only one of us. 

We just can't work out which one. 

(Dubiously) Yes, I see. 

If I were you, I'd arrest both of us. Better to be safe than sorry. 

You both saw Edith as that much of a threat? 

Edith? 

Who's talking about Edith? We're talking about Mrs Baddeley. That old sow in 


But Mrs Baddeley isn't dead yet. 


Isn't she? 
No. 
Oh, well, forget it then. We'd only kill Mrs Baddeley. We wouldn't bother with 


Edith is nothing. Edith is nobody. 

But you do remember something, don't you? What is it you remember? 
Doctor... [haven't been murdered yet, have I? 

No. No, of course not... 

Oh, that's a relief. I was just getting a bit ahead of myself! 


Scene 32: INT. The kitchen. 


CHARLEY But I don't want a piece of plum pudding! 


BADDELEY Of course you do, it's your favourite. Don't you remember? 

CHARLEY (Weakly) I'm not sure... Iremember... something... 

BADDELEY Let me cut you a slice. 

And we hear her do so. 

CHARLEY It is my favourite. And Christmas wouldn't be... it wouldn't be, erm... 
BADDELBY Christmas without my plum pudding! You're quite right. There you are, my dear. 


Try not to chip your teeth on a threepenny bit. 
She begins to chop. Hums a few bars of Hark the Herald Angels Sing, then: 


BADDELEY I was always your favourite too, wasn't I? You were always my favourite. Do you 
know, Charley, I only made the plum pudding for you. It was only for you. 

CHARLEY What are you doing to me...? 

BADDELEY You remember, don't you, Charley? Tell me you remember. 

CHARLEY I... [don't know... 

The chopping stops. 

BADDELEY You were the only one who was nice to me. You were the only one who cared. 
They forgot me the moment I left the room. I was nothing to them. I was nobody. 

CHARLEY I'm feeling dizzy... What's in this plum pudding? 

BADDELEY Plums, my poppet. And a lot of love. 

And we begin to hear the heartbeat, very faintly. 

BADDELEY You were my best friend, Charley. You were my only friend. I was so horribly 
upset when you died. You'd been the only one who was kind, and you were gone. You do understand, 
don't you? 

CHARLEY I don't understand anything! 

BADDELEY You will in time. Now that you're back. Back from the dead, like me. 

The heartbeat stops, but BADDELEY immediately starts to hum the carol. 

CHARLEY Please, don't do that... 

BADDELEY It's the only carol I know. And I hum the bits where I don't know the words. 


The humming gets louder and louder, begins to echo. And we find ourselves in: 


Scene 33: INT. The 'other' house. 
The ticking stops behind the humming. And the tune becomes strained, unnatural. 


EDITH I told you not to forget me. I told you to remember who I am. 

CHARLEY Edith... Is that you? Where are you? 

EDITH I told you to remember. 

CHARLEY And I did. You're Edith, Edith Thompson. The Doctor and I are trying to find out 
who killed you... 

EDITH It does not matter who killed me. Only why I had to die after all. 

CHARLEY What do you mean? 

EDITH You're alive. Why am I dead if you're still alive? 

The tune stops. A beat, and then the clock starts ticking. EDITH's voice gets more distant. 

EDITH There will be another death soon... 

CHARLEY No, Edith. Wait... 

EDITH Edward Grove is alive. Iam making Edward Grove alive. And there's nothing I 
can do to stop it. Please... stop it... 

CHARLEY What can I do? Who is Edward Grove? 

EDITH If you ever cared for me at all, put an end to this! 


Scene 34: INT. The kitchen. As before. 
The echo vanishes, but the ticking remains. BADDELEY is chopping vegetables again. 


BADDELEY Would you like another piece of plum pudding? You certainly demolished that 
one! 


CHARLEY Mrs Baddeley! Your life is in the most terrible danger! 


BADDELEY (Gently) Oh, I don't think that's very likely, poppet. 

CHARLEY At the strike of eleven someone's going to kill you! You must listen to me! 

And the chimes start. 

BADDELEY (Babbling over them genially) Who's going to hurt me? Especially on Christmas 


Eve? When I'm making plum pudding. A secret recipe, handed down through my family. No one's 
going to hurt me making plum pudding, are they? Christmas wouldn't be Christmas. 

And over this, on the ninth chime, the scream, as before. 

BADDELEY Oh, good lord. What was that? 

CHARLEY Quick! It was through here! 

BADDELEY drops her knife with a clatter, and footsteps as they rush to the door. It opens with a 
creak. 


Scene 35: INT. The servants' hall. 
Footsteps as they rush in. 


DOCTOR There's been another death, Charley. 

CHARLEY Frederick! 

MARY I loved him so much. What will I do without him? 

BADDELEY Oh, dear lord, Frederick! 

CHARLEY What happened, Doctor? 

DOCTOR That's just it, Charley, I don't know. When the chimes struck, everything seemed 
to freeze... And when they finished, he was lying there, as you see him now. 

BADDELEY What are those black marks on his body? 

We hear the DOCTOR turn the body to inspect it. 

DOCTOR They're tyre marks... 

MARY Oh, no... 

DOCTOR And from the condition of Frederick's body, I'd say he'd been knocked down by a 
car driving at great speed. 

MARY Oh, Freddie! To be killed by your own Chrysler! ...Or Bentley. Whichever it 
was... 


The door opens. 
SHAUGHNESSY And what is all the fuss about now? 


MARY Frederick's dead! 
SHAUGHNESSY So I can see, yes. I assume it was suicide, Doctor? 
DOCTOR (Blithely) Yes, I imagine so. It's quite clear that Frederick brought the car into the 


house, ran himself over with it, and put it back outside before he finally expired. 

CHARLEY Doctor! 

SHAUGHNESSY Most unfortunate. Still, I suppose we must count our blessings he was only the 
chauffeur. His services were hardly going to be needed much in this inclement weather. What are you 
crying about, Mary? Stop it at once. 


MARY I can't help it, sir. We were in love with each other. 

BADDELEY Nonsense. A chauffeur in love with a scullery maid. The very idea! 

CHARLEY But, wait. Edith was the scullery maid. Don't you remember? 
SHAUGHNESSY Edith? Who on earth is Edith? 

MARY (Brightening artificially) Am I only the scullery maid? Well, that's all right then. 


We couldn't have loved each other. I'm nothing, after all. I'm nobody. 
SHAUGHNESSY Quite right, Mary. Back to your pots and pans. 


MARY Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. 

SHAUGHNESSY All of you, back to work. There's nothing more that can be done here now. Thank 
you, Doctor. 

DOCTOR (Distracted) Oh, you're very welcome, I'm sure. 


The household leaves. The door shuts. 
CHARLEY What was all that about? What do you mean, suicide? 


DOCTOR Well, they do seem very insistent that there's some sort of suicide going on here... 
Maybe they know something that we don't. 


CHARLEY But it's preposterous! 

DOCTOR I think we've got this all back to front... 

He begins to pace. Slowly: 

DOCTOR It seems to me that this is a murder mystery where the murders themselves are the 
red herrings. Charley, what is the point of murder? 

CHARLEY Well. I don't know. It's to get rid of someone, isn't it? 

DOCTOR But the victims here aren't got rid of, are they? They keep on coming back. Why 
do they keep coming back, I wonder? 

CHARLEY Well. Perhaps... 

The footsteps stop. 

DOCTOR Yes, Charley? Anything. 

CHARLEY Perhaps if you really enjoyed killing... You'd want to do it over and over again. 
DOCTOR Pure sadism, you mean? That's an interesting thought. 

CHARLEY And a worrying one. If there's some psychopath here who can rewind time... 
DOCTOR I can think of a more worrying one. 

CHARLEY Oh dear. Can you? 

DOCTOR There's no pleasure taken in the killings here. The deaths are bizarre, grotesque, 


certainly... But there's no pain. They're alive one moment, the clocks strike, and they're found dead. 
Without suffering. 


CHARLEY And that worries you more? 

DOCTOR Oh, of course. I understand psychopaths. Two for a penny, they are. I just can't 
understand what these killings are for. If it's sadism, why does it only happen on the hour, for 
example? 

CHARLEY Well... perhaps the sadism is directed against the people left alive. The killer 
watches as they get frightened, wondering who's going to die next... 

DOCTOR But that's just it. They even have an inkling they're about to die, Frederick told me 
so himself. But no one here is frightened at all. 

CHARLEY I'm frightened. 

DOCTOR Oh yes, Charley, so am I. 

CHARLEY Are you? 

DOCTOR Very. 

He walks back over to the body, turns it over again. 

DOCTOR The bodies are piling up, Charley. But I don't think they're going to provide us 
with any answers. 

CHARLEY What about Edith? She's died twice as much as anyone else. 

DOCTOR I don't know. It could be that she's just twice as unlucky... 

CHARLEY Then why do I keep on seeing her? She tells me to remember her, that everyone 
else will forget who she is. And they do, don't they, Doctor? Why are they doing that to her? 
DOCTOR Charley... 

CHARLEY She's trying to make me remember, Doctor. She's trying to make me remember 


something. It's as if she's pulling me into her memories... 
Short pause. The DOCTOR walks towards her. 


DOCTOR What is it, Charley? What's wrong? 

CHARLEY I don't know, Doctor... It's as if there's some force here. Trying to fit me into this 
household. Trying to make me belong... 

DOCTOR Whatever it is, it's wanting to incorporate us into its little world. Trying to 


rationalise us, make us safe. Well, we won't be safe, whatever you are! We'll resist, won't we, Charley? 
Just as we always resist the monsters! 

CHARLEY It's getting so I don't know what memories are mine and which ones have been 
given to me... Edith is my friend. I owe her, Doctor, she told me not to forget her and I mustn't... 

We hear her footsteps. 

DOCTOR Charley, where are you going? 


CHARLEY In the scullery, her name is written in the dust. If it's still there, it's evidence she 
existed. In spite of what everyone else thinks! 


DOCTOR Charley, it's 1906! It's six years before you were even born! Whatever false 
memories you are being given, you owe this Edith nothing! Please, come back! 

CHARLEY I made her a promise, Doctor. I shan't forget her! 

DOCTOR Charley! 

And the door closes. And we hear the faint heartbeat, and a gasp which could almost be laughter. 
DOCTOR Enough of this charade. (And he shouts angrily) I refuse to play this game any 


longer! Not until I'm at least told the rules, and get a chance to see the question master first! Come out 
of hiding. You can kill everyone here, I refuse to investigate any further! 

Nothing but ticking. It is louder, more insistent. But nobody answers. 

DOCTOR Very well. I know a way to bring you into the open. 


Scene 36: The scullery. 
Frantic footsteps as CHARLEY enters. 


CHARLEY Let me see... No! The signature has gone! No trace of Edith Thompson... 
And the ticking stops dead. 

EDITH You've forgotten me, Charley. 

CHARLEY I want to remember you! But I don't know who you are! 

EDITH You're just like all the others. I should never have died for you. 

CHARLEY Please! I don't know what you mean! 

EDITH Do you want to remember me? Do you want to remember exactly who I am? 
CHARLEY Yes! Yes, I do! 

EDITH You will remember nothing but me... 

And we hear the sound of cutting into wood. 

CHARLEY There are words appearing on the table... Not in the dust. Scratched into the 


woodwork...! Edward Grove is alive... 

And the cutting gives way to a regular heartbeat. 

EDITH Edward Grove is alive. Together, my poppet, we make him so. 
And the gasp of breath which could be a laugh... 


Scene 37: INT. The servants' hall. 


DOCTOR Do you hear me? I know you can. I'm going to go upstairs now. If you want to 
stop me, you're going to have to show yourself. 

We hear him walk up a step. Deliberate, heavy footstep. 

DOCTOR Right. There. That's the first step. There are only another... eight, nine... nine to 
go. And I know you want to stop me, don't you? 

Another few steps. 


DOCTOR That's step four. I'd hurry up if I were you. I could be upstairs and through that 
door in a matter of seconds. And then where would you be, eh? ...Where would I be, for that matter? 
Short pause. 

DOCTOR Oh, for heaven's sake... 


And he jogs up the remaining steps. We hear footsteps from behind. 

SHAUGHNESSY You will not go upstairs, Doctor. It is not allowed. 

DOCTOR Ah, there you are, Shaughnessy. 

We hear the gun being cooked. 

DOCTOR With your gun, I see. You took your time. 

SHAUGHNESSY My apologies, sir. Iam not as young as I used to be. 

DOCTOR No, well, who is? 

SHAUGHNESSY You will come back down the steps, Doctor. Or I will be forced to shoot you. 
Brisk footsteps down the stairs. 

DOCTOR (Cheerfully, as he descends) Oh, certainly, certainly. I have no interest in going 


upstairs anyway. Just a lot of void and blackness, I'll be bound. Been there, seen that, no interest in it. I 
just wanted to draw you out into the open, so we could talk face to face. 

SHAUGHNESSY [am not the murderer, Doctor. 

DOCTOR No, no, of course not, I know that. A nice well-bred butler like you going around 
killing people, what nonsense. Besides, whoever heard of the butler doing it? I dare say that you 
haven't even the faintest idea why you're pointing a gun at me, have you? 

SHAUGHNESSY I'm sorry, sir, I'd better put it away... 

DOCTOR Oh, no sudden moves, Shaughnessy. I don't think we should surprise whatever 
force made you threaten me with it. Keep the gun pointing at me, there's a good chap, so it doesn't get 
nervous. I knew that if I did something to frighten it, like trying to go upstairs, it would be forced to 
use one of you to take direct action against me. 

SHAUGHNESSY Please, Doctor, what's happening? Why do I feel that I'm losing control? I should 
never lose control. I'm a butler, my father was a butler, come from a whole family of butlers. 1am a 
modicum of self-restraint... 

DOCTOR Keep the gun pointing at me, that's the idea... The consequence of a time loop, 
Shaughnessy. You're going round and round in circles so often it's dulled everyone here to a state of 
hypnosis. Which I'm sure is ideal for the force at work to manipulate how it wills. 

SHAUGHNESSY But what force is it, Doctor? What is killing my staff over and over again? 
DOCTOR Whoever is responsible for this is feeding off remarks that Charley and I have 
made to each other, chance comments about amateur sleuths, chance accidents like the breaking of a 
jam jar. Somebody here witnessed all that, and incorporated them into the time loop. 
SHAUGHNESSY Who was it? Who was it who was with you? 


DOCTOR You know what Edward Grove is, don't you, Shaughnessy? 
SHAUGHNESSY Of course, Doctor. This is Edward Grove. 22 Edward Grove. 
DOCTOR It's as I thought. The only witness to all that has been going on here is the house 


itself. Edward Grove is the killer. And we're standing within his belly. 


Scene 38: INT. The scullery. 
MARY is cleaning pots and pans in the scullery. We hear her washing up. As SHAUGHNESSY speaks, 
his voice is accompanied by echo and heartbeat. 


SHAUGHNESSY You are scrubbing those pots and pans very well, Mary. 


MARY Thank you, sir... 
SHAUGHNESSY Put them aside for the moment, and pick up the poker there. And help me kill the 
Doctor. 


We hear her pick up the poker. 


Scene 39: INT. The kitchen. 
BADDELEY is chopping vegetables. The same treatment on SHAUGHNESSY 's voice. 


SHAUGHNESSY Chopping vegetables, I see, Mrs Baddeley? Mmm. Those carrots look almost 
good enough to eat. 


BADDELEY Come Christmas morning it'll be a veritable banquet, sir. 
SHAUGHNESSY I'm sure it will. Leave your carrots, but take the knife. And help me kill the 
Doctor. 


And the knife is picked up. 


Scene 40: INT. The servants' hall. 
Over the ticking of the clock, the heart is audibly beating. 


DOCTOR It could only have been the house. Though I do wonder what pleasure it can 
possibly take in all this. 

SHAUGHNESSY I'm sorry, sir. But I'm getting an irresistible urge to shoot you in the head. 
DOCTOR Well, stiff upper lip and all that. What's the problem, Edward? Getting a bit too 


close to the truth for you? 
The door opens. Footsteps. 


MARY We have come to kill the Doctor. 

BADDELEY We have come to kill the Doctor. 

DOCTOR Instructions from his lordship? 

SHAUGHNESSY That's right. 

DOCTOR You're all prepared to take orders from a pile of bricks and wood? 

And we hear the heartbeat getting louder, with the rasp of breath sounding like angry seething. 
BADDELEY Our master is his lordship. Our mistress is her ladyship. 

MARY And to them we are nothing and nobody. 

DOCTOR Really? And what do they look like, these masters of yours? 
SHAUGHNESSY It's hard to say. 

MARY It's hard to say. 

BADDELEY We don't discuss them. It's not our place. 

DOCTOR Poppycock! If you've seen them, you know what they look like. Are they old? 
Young? Short? Tall? 

SHAUGHNESSY We will kill you, Doctor. 

DOCTOR Oh, I don't think so. All the deaths here occur only on the hour. Exactly as the 


chimes strike. I don't think you'll be able to break that, not an efficient little household like you. 
SHAUGHNESSY Are you prepared to gamble your life on that, Doctor? 


DOCTOR I've gambled it on much worse. 
And there is a bang from the gun. Like the cracker, it then reverses with a pop. 
DOCTOR You can't hurt me, Edward Grove! Not until the chimes strike! 


SHAUGHNESSY Then time shall speed up, Doctor. 
And we hear the cloak tick faster, as before. 


DOCTOR And you can all answer my question first. What do they look like, the people you 
serve? Old, young, short, tall, fat, thin... 

BADDELEY Stop it, Doctor... 

MARY Stop it! 

DOCTOR You are not nothing! You are worth more than a heap of architecture! If they're 


human, describe your masters! Short, tall, fat, thin, with glasses, without, bearded, clean-shaven! Or 
else you're servants with no one to serve! 

MARY I'm pretty sure her ladyship doesn't have a beard... 

DOCTOR Your master has no rights over you! Acknowledge it, and set yourselves free! 
SHAUGHNESSY Of course we have a human master! 

And we hear distant footsteps approaching. 


DOCTOR Then prove it. Where is he? 

SHAUGHNESSY Here is his daughter now. 

And the door opens. 

CHARLEY Ah, there you are, everyone. Are you all looking forward to Christmas Day? 
BADDELEY (Muttering) Yes, Miss Pollard... 

DOCTOR Charley... 

CHARLEY Who is this man, Shaughnessy? 

SHAUGHNESSY This is the Doctor, miss. 

CHARLEY Oh yes, of course. The famous amateur sleuth. 

DOCTOR Charley, don't you know me? 

CHARLEY No doubt you're here for our Christmas party, Doctor. It starts at the chimes of 
midnight. 

SHAUGHNESSY No, miss. On the chimes of midnight we are going to kill him. 

CHARLEY Oh, I see. That would explain the gun and the knife, and the... What's that, Mary? 
MARY Poker, miss. 

CHARLEY Poker, yes. Isn't that a little extreme? 


SHAUGHNESSY Orders from his lordship, miss. We don't question. 
CHARLEY Oh, nor would I. We must know our place. Well, carry on. 


DOCTOR Charley, please! Remember who you are! You are Charley Pollard! 


CHARLEY Well, of course I'm Charley Pollard! Is it nearly midnight, Shaughnessy? 
SHAUGHNESSY Yes, miss. Eleven fifty. Fifty-one. Fifty-two. 
DOCTOR Listen to me, all of you! You must have your own will! Find it! 


SHAUGHNESSY Fifty-eight. Fifty-nine. Kill him. 
And the chimes start. 


Scene 41: INT. The 'other' house. 
The chimes continue underneath. Echo, as before. 


CHARLEY What's happening? 

DOCTOR It's midnight again, I think we're going back to the beginning... 

CHARLEY Oh, Doctor, I'm sorry, I knew you and yet I didn't know you, it was making me 
part of it all...! 

DOCTOR I was right. It seems to lose control on the hour. It can speed up time, it can 


influence it. But it can't control its effects. Maybe Edward Grove is as much of a victim of this as we 
all are... 

On the ninth chime, we hear the scream as before. 

CHARLEY What can we do? 

DOCTOR Keep our wits about us, Charley. And expect anything. 


Scene 42: INT. The scullery. 
And, as before, with the ticking and the distant wind. 


DOCTOR And back in the scullery again. 

CHARLEY With Edith's body lying dead on the floor. 

The door opens, and the household enters. The familiar dialogue is pacy and dismissive. 
SHAUGHNESSY What's happening in here? 

FREDERICK It's the scullery maid. She's been bludgeoned to death with a broom handle. 
SHAUGHNESSY Suicide, of course. 

BADDELEY Oh my goodness, that such a thing could happen in my kitchen! 
SHAUGHNESSY Except we don't have a scullery maid. 

FKEDEKICK That's right. I've never even heard the name Edith Thompson. 


BADDELEY And if we had done, we wouldn't care anyway! 
MARY Seeing as she's only the scullery maid. 
BADDELEY Nothing. 

MARY Nobody. 


FREDERICK What do we do, sir? About the Doctor and Miss Pollard? 

SHAUGHNESSY Nothing at all. They've nothing to investigate. Our master will take care of them in 
his own good time. 

Footsteps, and the doors shut. 


CHARLEY And they no longer even know Edith at all. 

DOCTOR I think you're right, Charley. Edith must be the key to this, and Edward Grove is 
using her death somehow. 

CHARLEY What's going on, Doctor? Who is Edward Grove? 

DOCTOR It's the house, Charley. The house is alive. And it's feeding. 

CHARLEY Feeding? Feeding on what? 

DOCTOR On all the death here. On all the life — what we say and do, what those poor 


servants out there say and do. It's absorbing us both into a little murder mystery that's going round and 
round. It has a role for you, and you're finding it harder to resist it. And I'm sure in time I'll be sucked 
into my role too. 


Scene 43: INT. The 'other' house. 
In the echoes, we hear the heartbeat. And over it, a roar of life. 


Scene 44: INT. The scullery. 


CHARLEY How is this possible? It's just a house... 

DOCTOR Some people have theories about ghosts. That the house itself absorbs the history 
of the actions within it. And that an event traumatic enough can actually be preserved for posterity. 
CHARLEY Yes, I've heard that... 

DOCTOR Can you imagine what would happen if the house was given nothing but traumatic 
events? That it were stuck in a time loop, going backwards and forwards forever, each time playing the 
same trauma, each time playing the same brutal act of violence. What would that do that house? 

Short pause. And we hear the ticking segue into the metronome of a heartbeat. 


CHARLEY It's becoming alive, isn't it, Doctor? Just as Edith said. 

DOCTOR In some form. It's storing up all the energy of that violence, it's feasting on it. And 
every time it replays a death it becomes more and more sentient. 

CHARLEY Edward Grove is alive. 

DOCTOR But if that's true, then the house cannot be the cause of it. It's been given life by 


whatever paradox started the time loop. If we could only find out the trigger for all this... 
Short pause. Quietly: 


DOCTOR Charley. I want us to get out of here. I want us to go to the TARDIS, and get out 
of here. 

CHARLEY You want us to run away? But we never do that! 

DOCTOR If we don't leave, and leave now, we'll be trapped here for all eternity. 


The door opens behind them. 
SHAUGHNESSY Doctor. You're not thinking of leaving us? 


DOCTOR (Softly) Yes. 

BADDELEY And taking Miss Pollard with you? Is that true, my poppet? But I have so much 
plum pudding to feed you... 

CHARLEY Keep away from me. 

FREDERICK Don't you want to solve our little mystery? 

DOCTOR I have solved it. This place is a trap. Going round and round forever. 


FREDERICK Oh, that's not the half of it. 
SHAUGHNESSY And what will happen to us, Doctor? Will we be going round and round... 
FREDERICK Round and round... 


MARY And round forever? When you escape, Doctor, won't you take us with you? 
DOCTOR I'm sorry. I can't. You're part of the trap. You are the time loop. I'm sorry. 
SHAUGHNESSY So you think we are nothing after all. We are nobody. 

DOCTOR Open the larder door, Charley And get into the TARDIS. The-house will do 
whatever it can to stop us leaving. 

CHARLEY Yes, Doctor. 

The door opens. 

BADDELEY Oh, no, Doctor. You have already demonstrated that Edward Grove cannot harm 


you, except on the hour. 

SHAUGHNESSY If you will go, then go. 
DOCTOR I'm sorry... 

SHAUGHNESSY Just go. 

We hear the TARDIS door close. And it dematerialises. 


Scene 45: INT. The TARDIS console room. 
Familiar background hum. There are a few bleeps as the DOCTOR pushes buttons on the console. 


CHARLEY (Softly) Doctor. Those people. Will they really be going round in circles forever? 
DOCTOR I don't know, Charley. I think so, yes. 
CHARLEY There was nothing we could do, was there? 


DOCTOR No. If we took any part of the paradox with us, we'd be as stuck as they were. 


Like flies caught in amber. You already felt the power of the house, drawing you into its feeding cycle. 
CHARLEY ...Are you all right? 


DOCTOR No. ...Let's just get as far away from that place as possible. 

A few more bleeps. And then, insidiously, we begin to hear the faint ticking of the clock once more. 
CHARLEY Doctor? Do you hear something? 

DOCTOR ...No, Charley. What is it? 

CHARLEY The grandfather clock. It's the ticking of that clock... 

It gets louder. 

DOCTOR But that's... that's impossible... (And he frantically starts changing coordinates. 
We hear a shimmering sound) 

CHARLEY Doctor! 

DOCTOR Not now, Charley...! 

And we hear, faintly, the hum of Hark the Herald Angels Sing. 

CHARLEY The sink from the scullery! It's appearing out of thin air... 

DOCTOR The whole room! 

CHARLEY The console! Where has it gone? 

DOCTOR The house is absorbing it! 

CHARLEY Doctor, what's happening? Doctor! 

Short pause as the ticking grows in volume, then replaced by a heartbeat. 

DOCTOR (Softly) I was wrong to think we could escape the house. Instead we've taken the 


house... with us. 


PART FOUR 


Reprise: 

CHARLEY Doctor? Do you hear something? 

DOCTOR ...No, Charley. What is it? 

CHARLEY The grandfather clock. It's the ticking of that clock... 

It gets louder. 

DOCTOR But that's... that's impossible... (And he frantically starts changing coordinates. 
We hear a shimmering sound) 

CHARLEY Doctor! 

DOCTOR Not now, Charley...! 

And we hear, faintly, the hum of Hark the Herald Angels Sing. 

CHARLEY The sink from the scullery! It's appearing out of thin air... 

DOCTOR The whole room! 

CHARLEY The console! Where has it gone? 

DOCTOR The house is absorbing it! 

CHARLEY Doctor, what's happening? Doctor! 

Short pause as the ticking grows in volume, then replaced by a heartbeat. 

DOCTOR I was wrong to think we could escape the house. Instead we've taken the house... 
with us. 


Scene 46: INT. The scullery. 
There is nothing left to distinguish we are still in the TARDIS. We hear the background sound of wind, 
and the heartbeat acting as the clock. 


CHARLEY The scullery has completely reformed around us. 

DOCTOR Oh, the entire house, I imagine. 

CHARLEY But where's the TARDIS? Where has the TARDIS gone? 

DOCTOR I think we're still in her. But just as Edward Grove seems determined to fit both of 


us within its blinkered world view, so it sees the TARDIS as nothing more than an extension of itself. 
The larder door opens. 


CHARLEY In that case, if we're still within the TARDIS, what's the TARDIS doing standing 
in the larder? 

DOCTOR Oh, it's even worse than I feared. I thought we were caught simply in a temporal 
loop, not a spatial one as well... 

CHARLEY Come on, Doctor! Let's get back inside and take off again! 

DOCTOR We can't, Charley. It's not going to work. 

CHARLEY It's worth a try, surely! I'm going to open the TARDIS door... (And she opens the 
TARDIS door) Oh no! 

DOCTOR What have you found? 

CHARLEY Inside the TARDIS... it's another scullery! Just the same as this one! 

DOCTOR It is the same as this one, Charley. I'm prepared to bet that if you went in there and 


opened the larder door, you'd find another TARDIS standing there. With another scullery inside that 
one. 

CHARLEY But how can that be? 

DOCTOR It's another effect of the time loop. I'd Imagtne that the scullery through there is in 
the future. Not by much, just by the merest nanosecond. We are looking at infinity, Charley. Infinite 
time and space, reduced to the dimensions of a few rooms in a cold Edwardian house on Christmas 
Eve. 

CHARLEY What do we do? How can we escape? 

DOCTOR How do you escape infinity? All time and space compressed into one paradox. 
We've arrived in the TARDIS. We haven't yet arrived at all. We're in the process of arriving. 
CHARLEY We've become like the poor people in this house. Going round and round 


forever... 

DOCTOR They've never died before. And at the same time they've been dying, every hour 
as the clock chimes, forever. Because there is no time here. Do you understand? This is the past, this is 
the present, this is the future, looping around, as it always has been looping around. Stuck in a rut since 
the beginning of time. 

CHARLEY Doctor... 

DOCTOR And we have been here forever too, Charley. Soon this is all we'll know. Because 
soon this is the only place we'll have ever been. This is our past and our destiny, the beginning and end 
of our travels, all rolled into one. We live for two short hours. Or we live forever. Whichever way you 
want to look at it. 


CHARLEY You can't give up, Doctor. I can't believe there isn't a way out of this. You said if 
we could find the cause of the paradox... 
DOCTOR Oh, Charley. I'm so sorry, Charley. The paradox is us. It's us. We're already here, 


and there's nothing we can do about it. 
We hear the door open, and the sound of several footsteps. 
SHAUGHNESSY Ah, Doctor. Miss Pollard. We thought you had escaped from here. 


CHARLEY Is there any escape? 

BADDELEY Oh, no, my little poppet. 

MARY Once you're in service at Edward Grove, you're in service for life. 
FREDERICK For life and beyond. 

DOCTOR And yet you were worried we might escape, weren't you? Just for a second. 
SHAUGHNESSY Doctor, our master wishes to speak with you. 

DOCTOR Oh, really? What a pity I can't talk cement. Will his lordship be wanting me to go 
upstairs? 

BADDELEY You are to be honoured. He's coming down to meet you. 

MARY We are all honoured. 

BADDELEY Charley, my poppet, our master doesn't need to speak to you. 

CHARLEY Oh. I'm not sure if I'm flattered or insulted. 


SHAUGHNESSY So you may leave us. 
And we hear a shimmering effect. 


CHARLEY Doctor, I... No! 

DOCTOR Where has she gone? What have you done with her? 
SHAUGHNESSY Don't worry, Doctor. Mr Grove has other duties for her to perform. 
DOCTOR If you have harmed her in any way... 


FREDERICK (Blithely) What will you do, Doctor? You can hardly kill us. We'll just come back 
to life again. 

SHAUGHNESSY Don't distress yourself, Doctor. Mr Grove is most adamant that Miss Pollard be 
kept safe and well. She is the means of his birth, after all. 


DOCTOR Is she? 

MARY And if he has harmed her, inadvertently like, I'm sure she'll get put back together 
eventually. Things have a habit of doing that in this house. 

DOCTOR You all seem so much more aware of what is going on here. 

SHAUGHNESSY Our master is growing in strength, Doctor. 

BADDELEY And no longer needs secrets from his good and trusted servants. 

MARY Edward Grove is alive. And soon he'll be the alivest of us all. 

DOCTOR And when will he be here? 


FREDERICK As the clock strikes eleven. 

SHAUGHNESSY I shall check my watch. 

A little ching as the fobwatch is opened. We hear the hands whirring away quickly. 
SHAUGHNESSY Ten fifty-three, ten fifty-four, ten fifty-five... 

DOCTOR Well, he's certainly in a hurry, isn't he? 

FREDERICK He is coming! Everybody, bow down to his lordship! Good day, Mr Grove! 
ALL except the DOCTOR — Good day, Mr Grove! 

And the cloak strikes. On the third chime it begins to distort and slow down to a stop. The heartbeats 


continue loudly through this, then slow too, giving way to a rasp of drawn-out breath. Then: 
SHAUGHNESSY (Harsher, less Scottish) Ah... There you are, Doctor. 

DOCTOR Edward Grove, I presume. 

SHAUGHNESSY You presume... correctly. 


DOCTOR And you're alive, I gather. Well done. 
SHAUGHNESSY Iam. 
DOCTOR You must find the lack of limbs a bit of an irritation. Let alone the absence of 


mouth or vocal cords. Do I assume this is why you're having to use those which rightfully belong to 
Mr Shaughnessy here? 

SHAUGHNESSY Just for the moment. It is good to meet you at last. I've been dying to do so ever 
since I first felt you rummaging about in my body. Please. Won't you be seated? 


Scene 47: INT. The ‘other' house. 
We hear the habitual echoes. 


CHARLEY Edith? ...Edith, are you here? 

EDITH (Softly) Yes, my poppet. Here I am. I needed to speak to you, my poppet. I need 
your help. 

CHARLEY Please. Where are you? Don't leave me here alone in the dark! 

EDITH I daren't show my face, Charley. What if you don't remember me? You say you'll 


remember me, but what if you don't? 


CHARLEY 
EDITH 


What do you mean? 
What would have been the point? Of all that blood, of all that pain. If you had 


never really cared for me in the first place. 


CHARLEY Edith. You want my help, you said. 

EDITH I need your help. 

CHARLEY I'll help you. But you must show yourself to me. 
EDITH You promise you'll help me? 

CHARLEY I promise. 

EDITH You are a good and kind girl. You always were. 


And with a shimmer she slowly appears. 


EDITH Well. Do you know me? 

CHARLEY ... Yes. You're the cook! You're the cook in my father's family house in 
Hampshire! 

EDITH You do remember! Oh, my child! 

CHARLEY But that was in 1930. It's 1906 now. What are you doing here? 

EDITH Long before I became a cook, I worked as a scullery maid. That's the Edith you 
have seen. 

CHARLEY But you died. You died in 1906. I saw you! 

EDITH I have died many times, Charley. Times without number. 

CHARLEY I didn't recognise you... Even being so much younger than when I knew you, I 


should have recognised you... 


EDITH 


Oh, my poppet. You're nineteen years old. By the time I was nineteen I had 


already been in service five years and looked closer to thirty. Looks fade faster when you're below 
stairs. Time moves quicker for the likes of us. 


CHARLEY 
EDITH 


And you made me plum pudding... 
Lots of plum pudding. Always your favourite, that was. I made it just for you, 


only for you. You were the only one who ever showed me kindness, Charley, the only one... 


CHARLEY (Warily) What do you want, Edith? 

Short pause. 

EDITH I need to know. Am [ alive? Or am I dead? 

CHARLEY Why do you ask me? 

EDITH Because I died for you. My poppet. You're the only one I died for. The only one. 


Scene 48: INT. The scullery. 
There is the sound of the fourth chime. It is low and prolonged. 


DOCTOR What is that? 

SHAUGHNESSY Just the chiming of the clock, Doctor. I have slowed down time so that I can speak 
with you. 

DOCTOR Of course. The only moments of influence you have are when the clock chimes, 
aren't they? 


SHAUGHNESSY I derive my power from the time loop, as you call it. I can speed it up, I can slow 
it down. But I can only feel fully alive when I can hear time pass with the chiming of the clock. 
DOCTOR And that's why you could only kill on the hour. And why Charley and I were only 
allowed to enter the house properly when the clock struck. 

SHAUGHNESSY Quite so. Mary. Would you fetch the Doctor a cup of tea? 

MARY Certainly, sir. 

We hear her footsteps, and clatter in the background. 

DOCTOR Presumably if you can impose your will on them, you needn't ask. 
SHAUGHNESSY True. But there's so much more piquancy in having servants than slaves. 
DOCTOR Oh, I'm sure. The tea always tastes better when it's made by free will, doesn't it? 
What a pity you don't have a mouth to drink it with. 

SHAUGHNESSY It's a pity, I admit. But it's nice to have tea made for me, just the same. 
DOCTOR What you are doing is obscene. You're just an enormous parasite, feeding off the 
lives and hopes of these poor people. 

SHAUGHNESSY They don't have any lives or hopes, Doctor. They're just the working staff. 


DOCTOR You're using your deaths just to sustain your own pointless life. 
SHAUGHNESSY But they never really die, Doctor. Not really. 
BADDELEY We always come back at the chimes of midnight. 


FREDERICK We always come back. 
SHAUGHNESSY I wouldn't hurt them, Doctor. Their deaths are never cruel. 


DOCTOR They may never really die, but trapped here, going round in little circles, they 
never really live either. Surely you can see that? 

BADDELEY But we never really lived anyway. Not as the working staff. 

FREDERICK Our lives already going round in little circles. 

BADDELEY We are nothing. We are nobody. 

DOCTOR You can't really believe that...! 


SHAUGHNESSY What would their lives have ever amounted to, Doctor? It's the people upstairs 
who make the decisions which affect the world. It's the people upstairs who make a difference. 
DOCTOR You can't know that for sure. 

SHAUGHNESSY Their masters upstairs would have used up their lives for their own ends just as I 
do. But I do it a little more honestly, perhaps. 

DOCTOR And you are prepared to condemn them all to die a million sham deaths, not even 
real deaths, just parodies of death, so that you have a chance of life? 

SHAUGHNESSY Quite so. 

The whistle blows on the kettle. 

SHAUGHNESSY Ah, the kettle's boiled. Do you take milk and sugar, Doctor? 

DOCTOR I don't care. 

MARY (Nervously) I don't know how to serve your tea unless you tell me, Doctor. It's not 
my place to make decisions like that on my own. 

SHAUGHNESSY Just a spot of milk for the Doctor, Mary. Leave the sugar, and he can add it to 
taste. 


MARY (Gratefully) Yes, sir, thank you, sir. 
And a chink of crockery as it is passed to the DOCTOR. 
DOCTOR And what will you do with your life? 


SHAUGHNESSY What do you mean? 
DOCTOR When the only life you can have is going round in tiny circles. What good is it to 


you? I don't want my tea, thank you. 

And he throws it onto the floor, where it shatters. 

SHAUGHNESSY Doctor! You've broken my best china! 

DOCTOR It doesn't matter, because at midnight it'll come back together again! None of it 
matters, because nothing you do can have the slightest consequence! Each action you take wiped out 
without the slightest effect! So, what's the point in your life at all? What will you do with it? 

Short pause. 

SHAUGHNESSY (Bemused) Nothing. Why should I want to do anything? 

BADDELEY I'm the cook. I make plum pudding. 

MARY I'm the maid. I clean and scrub. 

FREDERICK I'm the chauffeur who drives the car. 

SHAUGHNESSY And I'm the house who watches over them all. 

DOCTOR And you would go so far for something so petty? 

SHAUGHNESSY There's nothing petty about life, Doctor. Just to breathe, to feel, to exist. Edward 
Grove is alive. That's enough for me. 


Scene 49: INT. The ‘other' house. 


CHARLEY You say I was the only one. 

EDITH You were the only one who ever cared a fig for me. It didn't matter which house I 
worked in, it was always the same. Those upstairs, those downstairs, they despised me just the same. I 
was only the scullery maid. I was the woman who cleaned the floors when I was young, and chopped 
the vegetables when I was old. 


CHARLEY But you think I was different... 

EDITH You made my life worthwhile. Didn't you, my poppet? 

CHARLEY I didn't think we spoke very often... 

EDITH Oh, we didn't. But when you did, you remembered my name. And when you 


didn't want to speak, you'd smile at me. You always smiled at me, didn't you, my poppet? You were 

my best friend. You were my only friend. 

(And we hear echoes of the rest of the household rebuking her.) 

(SHAUGHNESSY) Look to your work. I want those pots cleaned, and the dust cleared. 

EDITH Wherever I worked, the butlers would always bully me. 

(SHAUGHNESSY) What is it I always tell you, Edith? 
(EDITH) I'm nothing, sir. I'm nobody. 

EDITH The rest of the house were never any better. 

(BADDELEY) Well, Edith was a very stupid girl. She may not have known it was 
impossible when she did it. 

EDITH What they'd say behind my back. I was stupid, but I wasn't that stupid. 
(MARY) You couldn't love, Edith, could you? No one could love somebody 
quite that dense. 

EDITH As the years went by, I could never even find love. Oh, sometimes I thought I had. 

But it wasn't love they were after, I was mistaken... 

(FREDERICK) You do see I couldn't love you, don't you, Edith? 

(EDITH) Oh, of course. I'm a scullery maid. I am nothing, nothing at all. 
(FREDERICK) You are nobody. 

(EDITH) That's right. 

CHARLEY You had an affair with Frederick? 

EDITH No, not him. Another chauffeur, in 1926. He seduced me in the back of his 

Chrysler. Then pretended it had never happened. 

(FREDERICK) A chauffeur in love with a scullery maid! The idea! 

CHARLEY But it's Frederick's voice I can hear! 

EDITH They all merge into one, my poppet. All the bullying butlers. All the chauffeurs, 

the cooks. Just as to them all I was only the scullery maid, just the scullery maid. 

CHARLEY This house. Edward Grove... it's playing out your entire life. That's what we're 


seeing been looped, isn't it? Bits of your life, all thrown together at random! 


EDITH Edward Grove is alive. And we are making him so. He is feeding off our lives, 
Charley. 

CHARLEY And the death too? What happened, Edith? Why does it keep replaying death, 
over and over again? What happened to you? 

Short pause. 

CHARLEY ...Edith? 

EDITH (Louder, close up) I died for you, Charley. I died for you because you were the 
only one worth dying for. 

CHARLEY No, please... 

EDITH When you died, I knew there was nothing left to live for. But you came back. You 


came back from the dead. You're alive, my poppet. So what was my sacrifice for? 
Scene 50:INT. The scullery. 


SHAUGHNESSY Can I offer you a cup of tea, Doctor? Since you finished your last so abruptly. 
DOCTOR No. 

SHAUGHNESSY Mary is on hand, itching to pour you another. How about a piece of plum 
pudding? Mrs Baddeley would be only too happy to rustle you up a piece. 


BADDELEY I certainly would, sir. 

DOCTOR You're being very civil to me. Quite the perfect gentleman, in fact. 
SHAUGHNESSY Thank you. It's in the breeding. 

DOCTOR Especially considering you wanted me dead earlier. 


SHAUGHNESSY You must forgive me for that. I was only a child then, tasting life for the first time. 
I did not know what I know now. 

DOCTOR And what's that? 

SHAUGHNESSY You and Miss Pollard are the bringers of life to me, Doctor. In a way, I look on 
you as my parents. 

The fifth chime, low as before. 

DOCTOR You mean we're the ones who created the time paradox. How did we do it? 
SHAUGHNESSY Is there anything the servants can get you, Doctor? It is such fun giving them little 
chores to do. 

DOCTOR No, thank you. 

SHAUGHNESSY Very well. You may leave, all of you, and return to your duties. I shall chime if I 
need anything. 

BADDELEY Very good, sir. 

FREDERICK and MARY __s‘Fes, sir. 

SHAUGHNESSY No doubt I'll need another death at some point when I'm feeling hungry. I'll let 
you know who I'll choose nearer the time. 

ALL THE STAFF Thank you, sir. 

Footsteps, and they leave. 

DOCTOR You do need death, don't you? The focus of your energy, the incident which 
caused the time loop. It was a death, wasn't it? A real death, not one of those fakes that you show? 
SHAUGHNESSY I show the echoes of death. Everything here is an echo of it. The life before her 
death, the despair which drove her to it. 


DOCTOR It's Edith, isn't it? Edith Thompson. 

SHAUGHNESSY Edith Thompson. Who killed herself in 1930. 

DOCTOR (Softly) She committed suicide. Of course she did. Everyone was so certain she 
had. 


SHAUGHNESSY I can still feel the fear and the pain of that death, over and over again. Like warm 
blood pumping through my veins. 

DOCTOR But if she died in 1930, why is the time loop here in 1906? 

SHAUGHNESSY Because this is when you arrived, Doctor. And as soon as you did so, the reason 
for her death over twenty years later becomes impossible. And yet she does die in 1930, it's already 


happened. 

DOCTOR She didn't even die in Edward Grove, did she? It's the paradox which happens 
here. 

SHAUGHNESSY It isn't her death which has given me life. It's her dying and yet not dying, her 
being alive and dead at the same moment. Thanks to you, father, thanks to you. It has made me alive. 
It has made me dead. 


Scene 51: INT. The ‘other' house. 


EDITH It wasn't until early November that they told us you were dead. I remember it was 
November, the weather had turned cold and wet, there were always muddy footprints to scrub from the 
kitchen floor. They told us you'd been in some big airship which had crashed a world away, in 
France... 

CHARLEY The R/O1... But I was rescued by the Doctor... 

EDITH The house was in mourning. But I wasn't allowed to mourn. Me, who had been 
your best friend. When you had been the only person who had ever been kind to me. When I loved you 
so much. They didn't let me mourn, I wasn't allowed to care that you had gone forever, not even when 
I had loved you the most of all of them. 


CHARLEY Edith... The little kindness I showed you, if I even did... I didn't deserve your 
love. I'm not worth all this... 
EDITH Christmas in the house wasn't the same. No one wanted my plum pudding this 


year. Which is just as well, because I didn't want to make it, I only ever made it for you, it was only for 
you, my poppet. And they all forgot me, everybody forgot me, as they always did. And on Christmas 
Eve, late at night, I came down to the kitchen. All by myself. And picked up a carving knife... 
CHARLEY No... 

We hear the faint echo of the scream. 


EDITH I didn't want to live. Not if you weren't alive. 

And the scream again. 

EDITH Not if my only friend was dead. 

And again. And this time it reverberates on. 

CHARLEY That scream we always heard... It was you... 

EDITH It took me a long time to die. But I did it eventually. I died in the end. Just like 


you. Just like my Charley. 

And the scream dies away. A few seconds of silence. 

CHARLEY ...What do you want of me? 

EDITH I want you to die. If you're meant to be dead. Or I want you to live. If you're 
meant to be alive. But I want one or the other. So that I know whether I'm dead or alive. So that I know 
whether I sliced my wrists open that Christmas Eve in 1930, or not. 


Scene 52: INT. The scullery. 


DOCTOR Edward. Listen. Some freak phenomenon has made you sentient. An accident, one 
chance in several billion. Over a single two hours stretched backwards and forwards throughout 
eternity, you have evolved and learned to think and reason. 

SHAUGHNESSY It is an astonishing achievement. 


DOCTOR It is astonishing. But it's not an achievement. You haven't achieved anything. 
SHAUGHNESSY [have achieved life! 
DOCTOR No. I'm sorry, I really am. You talk of blood in your veins, you talk of breathing, 


of feeling, but you have no veins, you have nothing to feel with. You're intelligent. You're emotional. 
And you're dangerous too, very probably. But it's not life. 

SHAUGHNESSY You're wrong, Doctor! 

DOCTOR Think about it! Even now you only get a grasp on anything which even resembles 
life at the times that the chimes strike! 

The sixth chime. 


DOCTOR The sixth chime. Time is marching on. You can't hold it back forever. What are 
you going to do? 

SHAUGHNESSY What do you advise, Doctor? 

DOCTOR Give up this impossible dream of living. I can only communicate with you now 
through Shaughnessy, through another living being, independent of you, more deserving than you of 
life because he already has it. 

SHAUGHNESSY (Softly) I know. I know I can only be a fraction of the simplest of my servants. 
They will always be more than me. 

DOCTOR So let them go, Edward. Let them live their lives, however empty you may think 
them, however meaningless they seem even to them. You have learned intelligence. Let's see if you 
have learned compassion as well. 

SHAUGHNESSY You are asking me to commit suicide. 

DOCTOR ... Yes. I'm sorry. 


Scene 53: INT. The ‘other' house. 


EDITH Well, my poppet? Well, my Charley? Are we alive? Or did we die? 

And we begin to hear the heartbeat, growing insistently. As GHARLEY remembers, we hear bursts of 
sound: cries of panic, fire, etc. As she gets more sucked into these memories they are sustained for 
longer , with the heartbeat always playing over all. 


CHARLEY I can feel... fire. Burning. Hot on my face. Then rushing at me. No, what are you 
doing to me? 

EDITH You've got to know. I've got to know. Everyone has a right to know whether 
they're alive or dead. 

CHARLEY People screaming. Wood snapping, breaking. The ground rushing ever closer. I 
knew I was dead. I knew it had all gone wrong, that I was dead... 

EDITH Put an end to this doubt. Know for sure whether we live or die... 

CHARLEY Oh dear God, I'm dead, I can feel it now, that sick certainty as I realise I have 


seconds to live, that there's no escape, oh dear God, dear God, I'm dead... 
And it cuts off abruptly into silence. 

EDITH And the Doctor? 

CHARLEY Who is the Doctor? 


Scene 54: INT. The scullery. 


SHAUGHNESSY [have tasted life, Doctor. How can I let go of it now? 

DOCTOR You exist only as a spark, Edward, only as the very germ of life for a few seconds. 
Can you honestly say that those scant moments are worth all the years that this household would 
enjoy? 

SHAUGHNESSY I was trying to extend those seconds of influence, Doctor. To learn in time how I 
could exist for the entire two hours. I see that I was wrong. 

DOCTOR That's good. 

SHAUGHNESSY You have shown me that instead I could simply time loop those few seconds back 
on themselves. As the chimes stop ringing, they will start again. Forever and ever. 

The seventh chime. 

DOCTOR Now, that wasn't what I meant at all... 

SHAUGHNESSY I would crush the whole of my existence into one single eternal moment, if in that 
moment I can truly say I'm alive. 

DOCTOR And crush out the lives of everyone here in the process! 

SHAUGHNESSY Nonsense. I shall make them immortal. 

DOCTOR .... can't let you do that. 

SHAUGHNESSY You haven't got the power to stop me, Doctor. 

DOCTOR If I can just stop Edith killing herself. 

SHAUGHNESSY You cannot reach her. She is where the dead go, before the loop begins again. 


And even now your friend Charley is living out those moments which will ensure the paradox is made. 
DOCTOR I can reach her. If I become your next murder victim. 

SHAUGHNESSY What? 

DOCTOR Every hour you kill someone, Edward, and it's still eleven o'clock, the chimes 
haven't yet finished ringing. 

The eighth chime. 


Scene 55: INT. The ‘other' house. 


EDITH We must put an end to this, you and I. We must both use this knife. 

And we hear the blade being picked up from wood. 

EDITH We are not alive, we should not pretend. We're dead. 

CHARLEY Yes. 

EDITH You die first, then I shall die. That's the way it's meant to be. Clear and simple. 


Take the knife, my poppet. It will be over in a moment. And then we shall both have peace. 
Scene 56: INT. The scullery. 


SHAUGHNESSY I'm hardly likely to kill you, Doctor. 

DOCTOR Oh, I think you might. Shaughnessy, are you still in there? 
SHAUGHNESSY (Scottish) Yes, sir? 

DOCTOR I'm a gentleman, aren't I? And your orders are to obey me without question. 
SHAUGHNESSY (The house) No! 

DOCTOR I want you to put your hands around my throat and throttle the life out of me. 
SHAUGHNESSY (Scottish) Sir? 

DOCTOR Come on, man, chop chop! What are you waiting for, Christmas? 
SHAUGHNESSY (The house) No, leave the Doctor alive! 

SHAUGHNESSY (Scottish) I can't help it, I can't resist a direct order from a gentleman! 
DOCTOR (Choking) I shall defeat you, Edward Grove! 

The remaining chimes start ringing again. 

SHAUGHNESSY No, Doctor! I will enjoy my few seconds of eternal life! Next time I have my 
power, at the chimes of midnight, I shall loop back time and you shall live within my living body 
forever! 

And everything fades away, to be replaced by the echoes. 


Scene 57: INT. The ‘other' house. 
And we fade into: 


EDITH Do it now! Be brave, my poppet, and set us all free! 

DOCTOR Stop! (His voice echoes for a moment. Desperately) Charley. What are you doing? 
Talk me through it, explain it to me... 

CHARLEY I'm putting things to rights. I'm putting an end to this... 

DOCTOR No, Charley, you mustn't! Listen to me! It's the Doctor! Don't you remember me? 
CHARLEY But I don't know the Doctor. He never rescued me. 

DOCTOR Of course you know me! Charley, please listen to me... 

CHARLEY (Anguished) But I'm dead! Why didn't you rescue me? How can I be dead and 
alive at the same time? 

EDITH Are you dead, my poppet, or are you alive? 

CHARLEY I don't know...! 

EDITH Am I dead, or am J alive? You must know! You must decide! 

DOCTOR Charley, please. You didn't die. Right or wrong, we changed history, we changed 
all that. Whatever the consequences. We chose life. And that's what you must do now, Charley... 
CHARLEY Help me, I'm so scared... 


DOCTOR You must choose life. You must choose life now. Listen to my voice, Charley. 


Can you hear my voice? 


CHARLEY I can hear people screaming, I can hear fire burning... 

EDITH Choose, Charley. Make your choice. 

DOCTOR My voice, Charley. Focus on my voice. It's the Doctor. It's the Doctor! 
CHARLEY I don't remember you! 

DOCTOR Charley, I need you. Without you, we would never have defeated the Cybermen, 


we'd never have broken the curse upon Count Orsino. Without you, I would never have found that first 
edition of Oliver Twist in Charing Cross Road. Without you, the Psionovores would be ruling Earth. 
And without you, I would just be a lonely old man rattling around in the TARDIS with no one to talk 
to, my life going round and round without meaning, my life going round in circles! 

CHARLEY I remember... the TARDIS... 

DOCTOR And you need me. Without me, you would never tread on the beaches of alien 
worlds, or marvel at the eclipse of new suns, the birth of new stars. You have seen the universe, 
Charley. And you have made a difference to it. 

CHARLEY But I see the flames, I hear the screams... 

DOCTOR No longer, Charley. You must remember me. You must remember the Doctor. 
Throughout this conflict we have heard what CHARLEY has heard, a background of her death. And 
now it dies away. 


CHARLEY I remember... the Doctor. (And she drops the knife) I choose to live. Edith. I 
choose to live. 

EDITH If you're alive... does that mean I can stay alive too? 

CHARLEY Of course. Please, Edith. Choose to live as well. 

We hear the knife being picked up from the ground. 

EDITH (Slowly) And what of me? I'm never going to see the universe. I'm never going to 
make a difference. 

CHARLEY Edith, please... Put down the knife... Doctor, stop her! 

DOCTOR Edith! 


And we hear the heartbeats resume. Like the clock speeding towards midnight, they get faster and 
faster. 


EDITH I'm just a scullery maid. I'm nothing. I'm nobody. 

CHARLEY What's happening? 

DOCTOR It's Edward Grove, racing time on towards midnight. Then he can trap us here 
forever... 

EDITH Goodbye, Charley. 

DOCTOR Edith, don't do it! Die and the time loop will go on! Die and you'll be dying 
forever! 


And, echoing: 
SHAUGHNESSY I need you to die, Edith! Kill yourself now! 


BADDELEY Obey your master! You'll never be anything! 

CHARLEY Don't listen to them, Edith! 

FREDERICK Who could love a scullery maid? 

MARY Who could care for you? 

EDITH (Desperately) Will you remember me, Charley? 

CHARLEY Of course I'll remember you! 

By this time the heartbeat is blurring into a single background screech. 

EDITH You'll think of me on your alien worlds? You'll think of Edith! 
CHARLEY I promise 

EDITH Then I'll still make a difference, won't I? I'll still make a difference! 
SHAUGHNESSY You are nothing! You are nobody! 

EDITH No! I will not kill myself! However bad it might be, however lonely I might get, I 


choose to live! 

And she flings aside the knife. We hear the chimes start. 

SHAUGHNESSY No! I want to live! I need to live! Doctor, help me! 
DOCTOR The paradox has been broken. There's nothing I can do. 


SHAUGHNESSY Make her kill herself! It's her life or mine! Please! It's her life or mine! 
DOCTOR Exactly. 
And a final scream, and the chimes stop. 


Scene 58: INT. The TARDIS console room. 
And the familiar hum of the console room rises out of the abrupt silence. 
Both CHARLEY and the DOCTOR gasp for breath. 


CHARLEY Where has everything gone? 

DOCTOR The time loop has been broken. The house has been expelled from the TARDIS. 
CHARLEY What does that mean? Does that mean everything is all right? 

DOCTOR I imagine we're about to find out. 


Scene 59: INT. The scullery. 
The familiar sound of the ticking clock. The younger EDITH is washing up, as she was in part one. She 
is singing Hark the Herald Angels Sing to herself: The door opens. Footsteps. 


SHAUGHNESSY What is all this noise? 

EDITH I'm sorry, sir, I didn't hear you come in... 

SHAUGHNESSY I should think you didn't, Edith. Not with all that caterwauling. Are you still 
scrubbing the pots and pans? Get a move on, girl, it's nearly midnight! 

And we hear the muffled sound of the TARDIS materialising. 

SHAUGHNESSY Edith, what was that? 


EDITH I'm sure I don't know, sir. I think it came from the larder. 

And the larder door opens. 

DOCTOR (Briskly) Ah, yes, Charley. Here we are, back again. Now, let's wait and see, shall 
we? 

SHAUGHNESSY Excuse me, sir. Do you mind if I ask who you are? 

DOCTOR Not at all, not at all. I'm the Doctor, and this is my niece, Miss Pollard. We're 
guests of his lordship and... what was I again, Charley? 

CHARLEY He's an inspector from Scotland Yard. And we've been inspecting your larder. 
DOCTOR That's right. His lordship was telling us what a fine larder he has, and he wasn't 


exaggerating, it's absolutely splendid. Do pass my compliments to your scullery maid, I know she has 
a great future ahead of her. 
SHAUGHNESSY Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. 


CHARLEY (Sternly) ...Well, pass them on then. 

SHAUGHNESSY (Awkwardly) Well done, Edith. You are a fine scullery maid. 

EDITH Thank you, sir, thank you! Oh, I'm quite overcome! 

And the cloak begins to strike. 

DOCTOR Ah. Midnight, I presume. 

CHARLEY Christmas Day. At last. 

DOCTOR We made it. Come on, Charley. Let's get out of here. Merry Christmas, both of 
you. 

SHAUGHNESSY Won't you be joining his lordship in celebration upstairs, sir? 

DOCTOR No, I don't think so. I love Christmas, but I always find the anticipation better than 
the actual thing. 

CHARLEY Oh, and Edith. Remember. You are not nothing. You are not nobody. You are 
Edith Thompson. Be proud of that. 

EDITH (Surprised) Yes, miss. Thank you, miss. I will remember. 

DOCTOR Come on, Charley. Time we were leaving. 


A few footsteps. Then they stop abruptly as CHARLEY pulls on to the DOCTOR. 

CHARLEY (Softly) Doctor? 

DOCTOR What is it, Charley? 

CHARLEY I can still remember. I still remember the flames. The screams. I still remember. 


DOCTOR ... Yes. 


CHARLEY I can still remember... dying. Doctor? Doctor, what does it mean? 

DOCTOR I think... well, you see... No, not now. Come on, Charley. Let's get away from 
here. 

CHARLEY But when? I have to know — 

DOCTOR Soon. I promise. Now in, quickly. 

And the larder door closes. And we hear the muffled sound of the TARDIS leaving. 

EDITH (Softly, to herself) 1am Edith Thompson. I am somebody. 


And, cheerfully, she begins to hum Hark the Herald Angels Sing once more. 


THE CHIMES OF MIDNIGHT 
By Robert Shearman 


The TARDIS arrives in the servants’ quarters of a Victorian house. In typical Upstairs 
Downstairs fashion, the ‘downstairs’ of the mansion is the domain of the staff: there 
is the austere and sour butler, the old cook whose bark is worse than her bite, the 
nervous and stammering scullery maid, the rather proud ladies’ maid with ideas 
above her station, and the debonair but somewhat caddish chauffeur. It is Christmas 
Eve, 1915.The Doctor and Charley are welcomed quite easily by the household - a 
little too easily by the Doctor, who is used to more suspicion than this. It is late in 
the evening, and the house is cut off by the snow - and the hours towards midnight 
are ticking away... 

As the clock strikes ten there is a scream. And the old cook is found murdered. 
There are the usual recriminations amongst the staff, as they accuse each other - 
but no one accuses the Doctor or Charley, who take on the role of sleuths with their 
full consent. The cook may have caught the chauffeur having an affair with the 
scullery maid and threatened to tell the master of the house - the ladies’ maid 
always hated the cook who mocked the fact she had ideas above her station. There 
are plenty of clues and motives for the Doctor to pore over, and he begins to relax 
and enjoy himself, putting aside his suspicions about the place. But as the clock 
chimes eleven there is another murder... this time, the chauffeur. The TARDIS crew 
begin to suspect that there will be a killing on the hour. The first episode ends as it 
strikes midnight... 

But at midnight everything returns to the way it was a few hours before. All the 
household are still alive, it is still Christmas Eve, and all welcome the Doctor and 
Charley as though they have never seen them before. The Doctor and Charley find 
themselves in a unique position - they can now try to solve the murder of the cook 
before it has even happened.To this end, they make sure they are by her side at ten 
o'clock when the grandfather clock upstairs chimes... but there is another scream 
from elsewhere. And they find that this time the murder victim is the butler. 

The Doctor has disquieting ideas that something is very wrong. He tries to go 
upstairs - but it’s the only time that the household turn aggressively on him. At 
eleven o'clock he tries to ensure that the household are all together - but the lights 
go out at the crucial moment, and when power is restored, there is another corpse. 
The cook and the chauffeur are still alive this time - it’s the scullery maid who has 
been butchered today. And every time he investigates the killings, he is provided 
with still more clues and motives - even if they contradict the facts of the previous 
day. This time it’s the butler who was having an affair with the scullery maid. Most 

frightening of ali for the Doctor is the way that Charley has stopped being an 
outsider to the household, but seems to have become one of them - she calmly 
claims a history with them, and they with her. He takes her in the TARDIS, and they 
try to escape - but he always lands back in the same position, still waiting midnight. 
As the hour draws near, he takes Charley and rushes upstairs despite the 
household’s protests... and finds himself still within the servants’ quarters he just 
left behind. Only this time it’s no longer 1915, but Christmas Eve 1940. None of the 
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characters have aged, and are going through the same rote of casual murders and 
Christmas preparations as before - except this time the talk is of Nazi bombings not 
Trench battles. 

The Doctor is trapped in a house which seems to be going round and round in a 
loose cycle. There are more murders on the hour, but he now has a bigger mystery 
to solve. Because wherever he is, it certainly isn’t a Victorian house in the 
fashionable part of South London. Forcing himself up the stairs again, he finds 
himself in the servants’ quarters, but this time in 1965.The characters are slightly 
different to reflect the age they live in - the scullery maid is a lot more confident 
as the years go by, the butler less respected - but the same basic cycle remains. And 
Charley has by this time been absorbed entirely into the scenario - in a shock 
moment, when the Doctor dares the household to produce their employers, 
Charley is brought forward as the lady of the house. And the expectation clearly is 
that the Doctor is the lord - a role he finds himself irresistibly drawn towards. As 
the clock reaches its third midnight, the Doctor realises that he cannot escape from 
the house either upwards or downwards - only sideways. And that he must 
engineer events so that it is he that is the next murder victim... 
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